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SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW. 

Produced at the Avenue Theatre, London, Nov. 1st, 18d0. 

CHARACTERS. 

Dr. Latdier Mr. Nutoombe Grould 

Mark Denzil Mr. Yorke Stephens 

George Addis, Choir Master Mr. George Alexander 

Bamfield Mrs. Ben. Webster 

ScoLLiCK, Gardener Mr. Alfred Holies 

Helen ) J Miss Marion Terry 

> The Doctor's Daughters. < ,,. ,, ^ '^^.,, 
Maud ) ( Miss Maud Millet 

Janet Felton Miss Ada Neilson 



ACT I.— The Shadow Falls. Scene.— -The Doctor's 
garden. • 

ACT II.— The Shadow Deepens. Scene.— The Doctor's 
living room. {A week later,) 

ACT III.— The Shadow Fades. Scene.— Same. {Eight 
months later,) 
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PROPERTY PLOT. 
^ ACT I. 



Garden furniture.— Flower beds and plants everywhere 
possible. Flower boxes round window.' Garden .roller* 
Garden seat R. Rustic table R. Low armchair (rustic). 
Arm and ordinary wicker chair l., with large, rouna, rustic 
table c. Curtains (thin) to draw in Act III. on window L.> 
that is if same piece is used, turn round for Act 11.; if 
not, two sets of curtains wanted, as they show through in 
this act behind window and must be same as Act II. 
Garden stage cloth or green baize down. 

Hand Props. — Off L. Large ledger, circulars and envel- 
opes, novel, cider jug (three-handled one), tea-tray, pot, 
and four cups aAd saucers. Two tennis racquets, tennis 
balls and net, letter for Addis off b., railway rug, news- 
papers, cigars, case and lights. ' 

Large real tree through table L. c. Autumn leaves on 
trees. Flower pots all round stage. Real country garden 
effect. 

ACTS 11. and 111. (Both same scene). 

Good, old-fashioned substantial leather or oak furniture, 
large bookcase K., bureau R. c, with small seat to hold two in 
front of it, round or octagon table L. c, with armchair R. 
of it, and old winged or hood chair l., armchair behind 
bureau, fan front of fireplace, six small chairs about stage, 
small stool behind table L., footstool l. of it, small tables 
or stands b. and l. of window, fire-irons and fender for 
fireplace, rug in front of fire and in front of doors and 
window, good old-fashioned, dark carpet over stage, plants 
on shelves inside window and outside the window opposite 
door agftkist back cloth^ curtains on window to draw in 
- 3 
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Act III. with balance over top of window-piece inside, small 
clock on mantelpiece with ornaments, small logs of wood 
in wood basket side of fireplace. 

Hand Props. — Pocketbook and notes for Doctor, letter 
for Helen, bunch of flowers for Addis, key of bureau under 
ch)ck, stethoscope for Maud, " Queen " newspaper, paper 
dress patterns and work-basket, scissors and pincushion on 
table L., tobacco jar, pipe and scent-bottle on mantelpiece, 
writing materials on bureau. 

ACT III. 

- Remove fan from front of fire, fire lighted, close curtains 
over the window, lighted lamp and shade top of bureau, four 
candles lighted' with shades. Bunches of holly and 
mistletoe about, remove plants from outside window and all 
bright ones from inside, chessboard and men on table z.,, 
pillows on chair L. 

Hand Props. — Letter for Doctor, letter for Addis, bouquet 
for Maud, letters and papers for Scollick, overcoat and hat 
for Helen L., books on table at back. 



GAS AND LIME PLOT. 



ACT I. 



Gas three-fourths up to begin, goes down very slowly to 
nearly dark at cues given by stage manager. 

Limes. — ^Amber to begin from every available place, 
change at cue to salmon, then slowly to red at end of act. 
Must have six limes. 

ACT 11. 

Gas three-fourths up all through (no change). 
Limes. — Two ambers on back cloth and through window, 
two ambers from Proscenium R. and L. to flood stage. 

''""''^^^^^ ACT HI. 

Gas one-half down alT'tfei^ftSig.h (no change). Lighter 
fire, L. **^**'^*!** 

Limes. — Blue on back cloth, and through wliR^^HC^^ed 
ior fireplace. ^^^ 
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SCENE PLOT. 

ACT I. 

Pretty landscape exterior (autumn effect). Old-fashioned 
house and window L., oak pailings and gate across stage 
from R.to L.yback village cloth distant with church painted, 
cut tree cloth front of same, wood wings R. and L., wood 
borders, the window is supposed to be exterior of Act II., 
the backing to window must be same as Act II. interior, 
flower beds everywhere possible, rose trees and flowers in 
pots ad lib., house piece with raking roof L., with old fash- 
ioned window front of it, taped diamond panes, door in c. 
of it, shelves or flower boxes round it, stage cloth down with 
glass plot c, house cpvered with evergreens and ivy. 




1. Back cloth ; 2. Cut cloth ; 3. Gate ; 4. Railings ; 5. Flower beds ; 
6. Plants ; 7. Table ; 8. Garden seat ; 9. Armchair ; 10. Table with 
hole in centre for tree ; 11. Chairs ; 12. Window ; 13. Interior backing. 
House piece with roof on and door over window. 

P. S. — Only entrances used are through gate and off r. 
and L,,; through window into house; above house; wing i^ 
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ACTS II. and III. 

Pretty old-fashioned scene, quaint Queen Anne style, rak- 
ing roof to window c, doors R. and l., fireplace l., large 
window c. with seats in it (supposed to be Act I. only inside), 
window piece turned round to show inside, interior back- 
ings, door, tiled backing fireplace. 

Scene is oak panelling, and a dark red or terra cotta 
paper efi'ect with frieze or dado. Good old-fashioned carpet 
over stage. 

ACT II. 

Landscape cloth to back window, supposed to be Act I.), 
Garden exterior. 

ACT III. 

Act III. is the same, only showing landscape cloth and 
enow stage cloth outside the window. 
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1. Small cloth backing ; 2. Open door ; 3. Seats ; 4. Window with 
seats in it ; 5. Tables ; 6. Chairs ; 7. Armchairs ; 8. Blii*eau, with key 
(back to audience) ; 9. Hassock ; 10. Stool ; 11. Backing ; 12. Fire- 
place with real glass over mantel ; 13. Bookcase. 

The above pieces of furniture are necessary for action of 
play. Anything else nice to dress stage, such as draperies, 
ornaments, odds and ends, etc. 
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ACT I. 

Scene — The Dootor^s garden. Lawn running round the 
house, barge fruit trees in centre Bay window of, 
house L. Path leading to small wicket gate B., beyond 
which country lane and open landscape. 

Time — Afternoon, 

ScoLLiCK, the gardener, discovered. He is rolling the lawn 
— pauses, 

S.coLUCK. " Lawn tennis ! " Ugh ! It's a hepidemic !• 
Miss Maud's got it very bad. {sits on roller c) SShe says, 
" Scolliek, 'ave you cut the grass? " shp says. "I *ave," I 
says. " 'Ow about the 'ouse ? " she says. " It's on now," 1 
says. " Very well," she says, " then you can roll it till 
tea-time." Roll it till tea-time ! I wonder the very worms ' 
don't turn. Talk about 'ard labor, it 'ud be a little 
'oliday to me to go on the tre^idmill. 

Enter Janet Felton b., she leans on gate c, 

Janet. Is this Dr. Latimer's? 

ScoL. Roll it till tea-time! 

Janet. Did you hear me speak? 

»ScoL. {turns round and looks at her) No. 

Janet. Well, you hear me now. Is this Dr. Latimer's? 

ScoL. Yes. 

Janet. Is he at home? {coming through gate) 

Scx)L. Dunno. 

Janet. Well, go and find out. 

SiiQL. {lighting a pipe) Go and find out! Can't you 
see I'm 'ard at work? Besides, this atin't the pa^tients' en- 
trance, it's round in the front. 

Janet. Come, do as I tell you. Find out at once, do you 
hear? 
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ScoL. All right, all right. I 'ear. But you're keeping 
me from my work, {goes slowly l., in front of table) 
Wot name, if he's in? 

Janet. Never mind the name. Say a woman wants to 
Bce him. 

ScoL. A lady? 

Janet. I said a woman! Go! 

ScoL. {aside) If the Doctor ain't in, I don't think itil 
make much odds — she looks gratuus. {exit into house 
L. Janet ha^ seated herself under the tree in chair k.) 

Janet. A lady! A lady! I never could learn to be 
that somehow. A man tried to teach me once,* but I got 
sick of it and ran away from school. I wonder what's hap- 
pened to the schoolmaster? 

Enter Helen from house, followed by Scollick, who slowly 
pushes roller off L. 

il£Lp:N. You wish to see Dr. Latimer? 

Janet. Yes. 

Helen. He is out, but I expect him back during the 
afternoon. Will you leave any message? 

Janet. No. I like dealing with principals. My busi- 
ness is with him. Oh! you needn't be afraid, I only want 
him to give me a little information, {rises) I'll come 
back, perhaps. You're Miss Latimer? 

Helen. Yes. 

Janet. Oh. Good-day. {coughs, moves slowly towards 
gate) Is it far to the village? 

Helen. About half a mile. But, pardon me, you look 
tired and ill. Won't you rest and wait for my father? 

Janet. No, I'm used to being tired and ill — ^i'U get 
along. ( coughs ) 

Helen, {aside) What a strange woman! Do you know 
Dr. Latimer? 

Janet. I knew of him — once — many years ago. I'm 
quite a stranger to him. Good-day. 

Helen. Good-day. 

Bhe goes slowly towards gate c, rneets Addis who enters 
R. He bows to her slightly and advances to Helen. 
Addis carries a roll of music and a written letter, 

Addis, {to Janet as he passes) I beg your pardon. 
Ah, Helen, I met the Doctor in the village, and he asked 
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me to give you this letter. It's from Mr. Denzil, I think. 
{gives letter to Helen. Janet turns with her hand on the 
gate and listens) 

Helen. From Mr. Denzil! {eagerly) Oh, thank you, 
George, {reads) "My dear Latimer, 1 shall venture to 
trespass on your friendly hospitality again for a short time, 
as I have a matter of great importance — to me at least— 
to talk over with you. Shall arrive by afternoon train. 
HeartUy yours, Mark Denzil." I'm so glad — he's such an 
old friend of Dad's — and — and — oh dear! there is nothing 
in the house for dinner. Scollick — where's ScoUick? I 
must send him. {goes towards hotise, placing letter on the 
table at she goes) Scollick! George, would you see if 
he's on the lawn in the front? {eooit through window L., 
Addis goes up stage a/nd exit l. hack of house) 

Janet, {comes down stage, goes towards table, picks up 
letter, and reads it hastily) His writing! I'm in luck. 

Addis. Scollick's not there, dear, {comes back, moves 
down R. c, sees Janet) I beg your pardon. 

Janet. I saw Miss Latimer drop this, I thought it might 
be important. 

Addis, {taking it) Thank you (Janet ^oofcs af Addis 
and exits through gate R. 

Addis, (c.) Strange, {moving up to gate. Re-enter 
Helen l., carrying ledger, pencil, circulars and envelopes, 
putting book on table. Moving down R. of table) I 
couldn't find Scollick anywhere, Helen. Who was that 
strange woman who was here just now? {looking off R.) 

Helen. I don't know. She wants to see Dad on busi- 
ness. She wouldn't say what. Why do you ask? 

Addis, (c.) For no reason. Here's your letter, you 
dropped it just now. 

Helen, (r. of c. table) No, I didn't. I remember put- 
ting it down on that table. 

Addis. Did you? Then what did she mean? 

Helen. I don't understand. ^ 

Addis. Never mind, it doesn't matter. And so Mr.' 
Denzil is coming back. (Helen has seated herself at 
rustic table and opened a large book. Begins to make 
memoranda. Addis seated r. of table) 

Helen, {sits r. of table) George, you don't mind my 
looking over Dad's accounts? I can't quite make out who 
owes what without going through the Doomsday Book, 
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Addis. Doomsday Book? 

Helen. Yes that's what Maud calls it, because there are 
so many accounts in it that are not likely to be paid before 
that date. 

Addis. Can I help you, dear? 

Helen. Yes. Fold those circulars up, and put them in 
the envelopes. 

Addis. And so Mr. Denzil is coming back? 

Helen. Yes. It's very nice for {catches sight of Ms 

face) Dad. Isn't it? 

Addis. Very. 

Helen. And — and — it makes a change for all of us, 
doesn't it? " 

Addis. It makes a change for all of us, as you say. 
Helen, how have things been going on? I haven't been 
here much lately, you know. 

Helen. Badly, George. Dad is so good, t^o good, in 
fact — but he was born to be a physician, not a financier — 
and so when we have a joint, it's like a successful novel, 
and runs through several editions. I'm afraid I'm not a 
very good manager. Dad asks me to keep the bills down. 
I try, but the motto of the British tradesman is " Excel- 
sior! " 

Addis. I wish I could do something to help the Doc- 
tor. He knows I would if I could. 

Helen. Of course he does. And how are you getting on^ 
George ? 

Addis. The same as ever. 

Helen. And the choir ? 

Addis. You heard them last Sunday. 

Helen. Yes. 

Addis. Well ? 

Helen. They all seemed a little independent, I thought. 

Addis. Ah, it's thankless work, Helen. I'm going away. 

Helen. Going away! 

Addis. For a little while — for my holiday in fact — and 
80 I came this afternoon to say good-bye. 

Helen. Good-bye! Why, when do you go? 

Addis. To-morrow. 

Helen. Well, then, you'll stay and dine to-night, of 
course? 

Addis. No, I'm afraid I can't. 

Helen. But why not, George? What do you mean b^ 



Sunlight and shadow. n 

avoiding u« in this way? Gire an aocount of yourgelf at 
once! Tell me ta,ll about it. 

Addis. I don't know that -there is anything to tell. I 
haven't been here much lately because — well, because it 
seemed in a certain s^nse my duty to stay away — ^you see, 
Helen, I have always been alone — my parents died, as you 
know, when I was still a child, in the time when loving 
care is most needed I was alone — in the dreary hours of 
school life, I was still alone — ^in the midst of its noisy soli- 
tude I soon learned the sad lesson that a crippled form is 
Nature's pillory. At last health and str^gth entirely 
failed me. It was then that your father's skill intervened 
and saved my life, and I grew in time to this semblance of 
manhood. 

Helen. Oeoi^e! 

Addis. Doctor Latimer has been the kindest of friends 
to me — ^he gave me the freedom of his house — he gave 
me 

Helen. Two sisters. 

Addis. He gave me two sisters. My life has been very 
happy with you, Helen — with you all — ^but sometimes lately 
it has seemed to me that I was too happy. I have my work 
to do and perhaps it is better for me to be alone. 

Helen. George, you are very unkind. I don't under- 
stand you. I see no reaaon why you should avoid us. 

Addis. And yet there is a reason — a good reason. 

Helen. I don't Understand. How long is this wonder* 
ful holiday to last? 

Addis. A week. 

Helen. A week! Well, I don't think you deserve that 
I should say we shall miss you. 

Addis. I shouldn't thmk you would — ^very much. Mr. 
Denzil is coming back. 

Helen. Geoi^, I believe you are jealous of Mr. Denzil. 

Addis. Jealous! Oh, no, no! 

Helen. Jealous of our friendship, I mean — ^you silly 
old boy. . As if any one could take your place. When you 
are not with us there is a vacant chair by the fireside, 
tlKit no one can fill. The voice of the old piano answers 
to no touch but yours. You know Dad and Maud love 
you dearly. 

Adms. Affid'-^nand-^you, Helen ? 

Helen, 1? Of course I love you. You say you hav« 
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always been alpne — and so you have — alone in my heart as 
the one man in all the .world to whom I could come in 
any trouble, for help, for guidance, for sympathy, {takes 
his hand) 

Addis. Thank you, dear; you make me very proud. If 
any trouble should come to you — ^which Grod forbid! I 
should hold you to your word, {rising and going b.) 

Enter Maud l. from round house. She carries a racquet 
and some tennis baits in a net. 

Maud, {calling outside) Helen! 

Enter Maud. 

Nell — ^Nell — Hullo, George, this is an honor, {going r. 
and shaking hands with him) Why have you cut us lately? 
You haven't dared to be ill again? 

Addis. No. 

Maud. Then it must be laziness. 

Addis. 1 suppose it must. 

Maud. You want a tonic — that's what you want — a 
little nux vomica. How's the pulse? Ah! {holding his 
wrist and counting) Eapid and feverish! There's a want 
of tone. 

Addis. Really. 

Maud. There's a want of tone — I noticed it during the 
anthem last Sunday, {going to chair c.) 

Addis. Well, then, it's quite time I went away. 

Maud. Why, you've only just come! 

Helen. George is going to take a holiday. He's going 
away. 

Maud. Where is he going? {crossing to him) Let me 
look at you. Paris ! I can see it in his eye. Depravity is 
like murder, it will out. {see hook L. for Maud*) 

Addis. No, I don't think Paris would suit me. But 
what shall I bring you back as a present, Maudie? 

Maud. I'd rather leave it to you, sir, as the cabman 
says; but, of course, if you should go to Paris, I'll make 
you out a list. 

Addis. Is the Doctor back yet? I should like to say 
good-bye to him. (Helen rises, goes to gate) 

Maud. Yes. He's in his study. 

Addis, {crosses L.) Oh, then I'll go and see him. 
{crosses in front of table) 
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Maud. Tea is within measurable distance. 

Addis, {pausing) Dear me! 

Maud. Yes, I know the phrase is not strictly original^ 
but may we offer you a five o'clock stirrup cup? 

Addis. Well, I hardly know. 

Helen, {hack of table) Do stay, George, and then if 
you like, I'll walk back with you part of the way. 

Addis. Very well then, I'll stay. 

Maud, {takes his arm and walks towards house) Yes, 
and look here, George, I wish you'd try and wake Dad up a 
bit. Couldn't you get him to invent a pill, for instance — 
it's so simple nowadays — mix a little calomel with a lot 
of advertisement — and the thing is done, {they exeunt L. 
into house) 

Helen, (c. seated l. of table) Poor old George! he 
seems very sad abo.ut something. I wonder what it is. Ah 
well, I suppose I ought to go on adding up half yearly 
measles and whooping cough — it isn't a very nice world. 
I think. It's been going on such a long time that like an 
old clock it has run down, and wants winding afrech. 
{resumes her writing R. of table) 

Enter Maud l. from house carrying a novel, 

Maud. Well, Helen, I invest a penny. What are you 
dreaming about? 

Helen. Oh nothing. Have you seen Scollick? 

Maud. No, why? 

Helen. Well, there's nothing in the house for- dinner, 
that's all. 

•Maud. What's happened to the cold boiled mutton? 

Helen. Cold boiled mutton? Oh, that won't do now. 
Mr. Denzil is coming back to-day. {crosses to chair up L.) 

Maud. The deuce he — I mean, is he, indeed? {crossing 
R.) I wonder why? Helen, what have you got out old 
Doomsday for? {seating herself R.) 

Helen. Why, you know the half yearly circulars must 
go out to-morrow. 

Maud. Oh — well, as I was saying, why is he coming 
back? 

Helen. Who? 

Maud. Mr. Denzil. 

Helen. 1 don't know, I'm sure. 

Maud. Why should you think? 
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Helen. What's the use of asking me — ^what's seventy- 
eight pence? 

Maud. What's the use of asking me — divide it by twelve, 
like a sensible being. So he's coming back, that means 
curry again. Ugh! I can't eat it — I won't eat it! 

Helen. Do you remember if Mrs. Watson paid her ac- 
count? I'm not quite sure myself, {looking in ledger) 

Maud. When in doubt send it in again like our butcher 
does, it's always a safe principle. By the way, Helen, 
you'd better send to London for chutney -<lo you remember 
Mr. Denzil's estimate of the local pickles? 

Helen. I think all the family took them. 

Maud. The local pickles? 

Helen. No, the measles — the little Watsons I'm talk- 
ing of. Geraldine and Robert had them, but I'm doubtful 
as to Barty — little Barty. 

Maud. Oh, bother little Barty. I'm disgusted with 
this neighborhood. No one seems able to att'ord to be ill 
decently. Look at the Watsons! measles and scarlatina in 
one year. For people in their position it's simply reckless 
—and they all took them. 

Helen. Yes, they are a united family. 

Maud. And when the bill — that half yearly triumph of 
hope over experience — is sent in, the only answer is that 
money is tight. What's the use of saying money is tight? 
one can't pass the fact on to one's own butcher. 

Helen. No, one can't. I tried yesterday. 

Maud. Well? 

Helen. Well, the result was rather unfortunate. His 
horse was fidgety and I think he only caught the word 
tight — he seemed to fancy I was making some personal ref- 
erence. He was very much annoyed and took the joint 
away. 

Mai'd. That's a nice lookout. With Mr. Denzil coming 
back, too. Helen, I wonder what the attraction is. it 
must be a strong one to induce any one to renew an ac- 
quaintance with our spare bed — the mattress is like a 
Switchback railway, {see cider jug ready in house) 

Enter Scollick slowly L. 

Helen. Dad asked him to come to us again, I suppose. 
Oh, Scollick, there you are! Where have you been? 
ScoL. {loith a slight stagger) Gettin' my tea. 
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Helen. I see you have. I want you to go down to the 

butcher's and order {to Maud) What had he better 

order ? 

Maud. The inevitable chops. 

Helen. Chops! Yes, the linger of fate does seem to 
point in that direction. Chops — how I loathe chops! 
Scollick, oi-der 6hops. Now, go along and make haste. 
(ScoLLiCK slightly staggering moves away and ectits R. 
through gate) * 

Maud, {rising and watching him off) 1 don't think 
he'll cJver get there, {comes down stage) I woiider why- 
Mr. Bamfield hasn't turned up! He said he would come 
round this afternoon and take his tevenge. Ue'll never 
make a tennis player. 

Helen. l*erhaps he doesn't give his whole heart to the 
game when he plays ^iih. you? 

Maud, {seated on arm of rustic seat R.) Perhaps not. 
His pipe worries him a good bit. A man's pipe is a great 
responsibility; it needs las much puffing at first as a 
patent medicine. 

Helen. Ahd is the one hollow friend a man always 
seems afraid of drOppihg. Matid, what do you and Mr. 
Bamfield find to talk about? {rising) 

Maud. Eh ? {sit on seat ) Oh, well, there's the weather 
kud tennis— ^and by the way, he has an aunt, a serious aunt, 
however he can't hdp that, of course. She wahts him to go 
ill to the church, pointing out that that is the ui^uai destiny, 
of the fool of the family. 

Helen. And what did you say? 

Maud. I said I thought that was doing the stage an 
injustice. It also appears that she would like him to 
marry. 

Helen. Ah ! he hates the notion of that, Tm sure. 

Maud. I— don't know. ^4^^ 

Helen. No, I don't see how you should. 'W*"' 
• Maud. Quite so 

Helen, {going towards her) Matidie, do you like him? 

Maud. Ye-e-es, I think I like him. {momng c.) 

Helen. Ah ! 

Maud. Pretty well. 

Helen. AM does he like you? 

Maud. I— don't— know. 

Helen. !Nb, 1 dbn't see how you should, {crossing l.); 
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Mahd. Quit* BO. (moving over to gate) Ah, here he 
\n, pulling at his niouBtache as usual, as if it were a 
Ih'II notching to Iuh brain. 

IIklkn. U'h no use his ringing there — the house is empty 
— though of courHO there may be a caretaker, eh, dear? 

Maud. Helen! (Hamfielo appears at gate, carrying 
tfttniti racquet) You're not good looking, so you canit 
vtmw in I 

Mamkiki.I). I admit the disqualification, but I'll come in, 
I think. Whew! It's cooler in here under the trees. Com- 
ing up the road it's as liot as — as {opening gate and 

ent tiring) 

Mati). We quite understand. 

IlKiiKN. You look warm, Mr. Bamfield. 

Uam. Yen, I am warm, [shakes hands with Helen) 

Maud. You look tliirsty, Mr. Bamfield. 

Ham. (c.) Yes, I am thirsty, [shaking hands with 
Maud) 

Maud. Will you wait for tea, or will you have something 
now, with ice in it? 

JUm. I'll have something now with ice in it. 

Maud. Helen, there's a jug of cider cup just inside 
tlie window. 

Hklkn. I'll fetch it. 

Ham. That'll just suit me. [pause. Helen gets jug 
from house atid gives it to him. He drinks) 

Maud, [seated r.) And now, Mr. Bamfield, what's 
the newH? 1 ignore the circumstance of your being an hour 
late. 

Ham. Yes, I am a bit late, [about to drink again when 
Maud rising^ takes jug from him and puts it on table R.) 

Maud. In moderation. 

Ham. Have you heard there is an idea of getting up 
a concert for the infirmary? Big notion, isn't it? I wish 
I could do something. 

Maud. Y<m might sing. 

IUm. Sing? No, I think I'd better not sing, [seriously) 

Maih). Perhaps you're right. Well, you might recite be- 
twe<'n the parts. 

Bam. Recite — yes, but what? 

Maud. The dream of Eugene Aram is a pretty poem^ 
and in your hands, would present, I have no doubt, some 
features of novelty. (Doctor speaks outside L.) 
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Helen. Ah, here's Dad and George. 

Enter Doctor and Addis from house L. 

Doctor. Well, ladybirds! Ah, Mr. Bamfield! Broil- 
ing weather. Where's the tea? Bad thing, tea — ^most in- 
jurious — ^why isn't it ready? 

Helen. I'll get it. {goes into house taking Jedger, etc.) 

Addis. Don't abuse tea. Doctor. 1 can't bear to hear 
my friends abused. 

•Doctor. Tea is a stimulant. All stimulants are bad. 

Maud. Mr. Bamfield! (aside) Hide the cider cup. 
( hus. ) 

Doctor. Hullo! What have you got there? (Bam- 
field looks at Maud) 

Enter Helen with tea. 

Maud. Barley water. 

Bam. Barley water, I think, {tastes it) Barley 
water. 

Helen, {to Addis) Two lumps for you. 

Doctor. Helen, did you make out that list? 

Helen. Yes, Dad. The little Watsons bothered me 
rather. 

Doctor. Bothered you! Bothered me. I had to bring 
them all into the world, {crosses and sits r.) 

Maud. Yes, and it's hard that for that reason you 
should be expected to keep them there for nothing, {bus, 
with cup) 

Helen. Tea, Mr. Bamfield? 

Bam. Thanks, no. I've just had some — barley water. 
(Addis takes his cup and joins Bamfield and Maud at 
hack of table, Helen brings tea to Doctor r.) 

Helen. Here's your tea, Dad. How tired you look! 

Doctor, {seated r.) Rolling a stone up-hill — the stone 
is heavy, Nell, and the hill is steep. 

Helen. I wish I could help you to roll the stone, but 
I can't. I'm no use. {kneels to him) 

Doctor. No use. You are my sunlight. 

Helen. Then I'm afraid sunlight is no use. 

Doctor. Sunlight no use? Ask the birds and the fiowers 
— not that I come under either heading. Ah, Nell, 1 
sometimes wonder how long I shall be allowed to bask in 
the sunlight. 
2 



j8 sunlight and SHADOW, 

' Helen. You silly, old Dad! Whfit dp you mean? 

Doctor. Why, that some stranger's hand will pull the 
blind down one fine day — the heart, Nell {putting cup 
down,) is admittedly an organ. Well, your h^rt has only 
been played on yet by relations — sister, fathw, dmnsy 
fingers at best, (strokes her hair) 

Hklicn. Dad ! 

DociOR. But one day the real organist will arrive, and 
then, the family waltzes and gallops will give place to a 
sweet love ballad. # 

Addi^. {looking off b.) Mr. Denzil is coming down the 
road, {goes down R.) 

Omnes. Mr. Denzil! (Helen rises) 

Doctor. Ah, of course. You had his letter, NeU, I 
hope. 

Helen. Yes, and there's nothing for dinner. At leasts 
I don't think they've come, {crossing L.) 

Doctor, {going to gate) Who? ; 

.Helen. The chops, {exit into house)' ' 

Doctor. Ha! Denzil! ^ 

Enter Denzil at gate. Newspaper and railway' rug, 

Denzil. Ah, Latimer, here I am, you see. {hands him 
a newspaper) The train was late of course, so there was 
np departure from precedent if there was from Paddjington. 
Well, Miss Maudie, dear me, what a big girl, you're get- 
ting! (c.) 

AIaud. (c.) That's cool. I can't have grown much in 
a month. 

Denzil. It may be the heels, of course. Well, how 
about kissing me? 

Maud. Certainly not. 

Denzil. Not one — a fatherly one? {hus,y Doctor and 
Bamfield) 

Maud. Are you quite sure it's quite fatherly? 

Denzil. Quite fatherly, {kisses her) 

Doctor. You know our friends, Mi, Bamfield and 
George there? 

Denzil. ^ Of course. Forgive me, Mr. Bamfield. Maud's 
fault. Ah! Mr. Addis? I'm extremely glad to see you. 
You are better in health than you were, I hope? (shaking 
hands with him) 
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Addis. I am better, Mr. Denzil, thank you. 

Enter IIexen loith hat on from house L. 

Denzil. Ah, Helen! (takes her hand) 

HfcLEN. (c.) Mr. Denzil, I*m so glad you've come back 
again. 

Denzil. (r. c.) Are you really? 

Helen. Yes, really. 

Maud, {hack of table) You might offer him some tea. 

Helen. Oh, of course. 

Doctor. Tea, rubbish, only spoil his dinner. I suppose 
you had a good lunch beforfe you started? (sitting) 

Denzil. I lunched at the station. 1 had a chop — a 
thing I abominate, (bus. Helen and Maud) 

But I couldn't get anything else. 

Helen. Dad, I'm going down to the village. I must! 

Doctor, {seated l. of table, reading paper) Is it im- 
portant, my dear? 

Helen, (going up stage, putting on hat) It's vital! 
(Maud in chair R., Bamfield with her. Denzil r. by 
seat talking to Addis) Oh, Dad, I forgot. There was a 
strange woman here to-day asking for you. She left no 
Dame, but said perhaps she would call again. I won't 
be long. 

Addis, (crossing to Doctor) I'm coming, too, Helen. 
Good-bye, Doctor. I'm starting early to-morrow. 

Doctor, (shaking hands) Good-bye, George, take care 
of yourself and don't desert us for long. 

Addis Good-bye, Maud. Good-day, Mr. Denzil. 

Denzil. Good-day, Mr. Addis. I'm sorry you're going 
away. I still recall your sweet music with the deepest 
jileasure. It would teach even sorrow to foi'get. (at gate) 

ADDts. Ah, I fear not, Mr. Denzil. I fear not. 
(eseeunt Addis and Helen r.) 

Bam. (to Maud) Come and prowl. 

Maud. Where to, and why? (rising) 

Bam. Round the garden. I can't stand Denzil. He's 
too fatherly. (Maud crosses l.) I've had another letter 
from my aunt. I want to tell you about it. She's sent 
Bofe a lot Of advice arid a quarter's allowance, (crossing 
slottly L.) 

Maud. Oh, then there is some balta in Gilead. 
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Bam. Balm in Gilead? What's that? New kind of 
hair wash? {they stroll off L. carrying tennis things) 

Denzil. {coming down L.) Well, Latimer, IVe main- 
tained my character as a bad penny. I've turned up again. 
{takes out cigar case) Have one? 

Doctor, {still seated at table) Smoke before dinner — 
a vile h£^bit, a pernicious habit. Are they very mild? 

Denzil. Mildness itself. 

Doctor. Ah, well then, just to keep you in countenance. 

Denzil. I'm not detaining you from any case, 1 hope. 
Your assistance isn't needed to help any one into or out of 
the world? 

Doctor. I am rather less busy than usual to-day. As 
a rule, my life is one long hunt from morning to night. 

Denzil. Yes, but then you're always in at the death. 
{they smoke) 

Doctor, {laughing) Yes, yes! But what was that you 
said in your note about wishing to consult me about some- 
thing. 

Denzil. *So I do. {he is strolling up and down) 

Doctor. Well, sit down then, like a Christian. Now. 
then? 

Denzil. {sits l.) Well, Latimer, I'm going to take you 
back a long way with me — twenty years. Is your mental 
eyesight good enough to cover the distance and see me as 
I was twenty years ago? {sits R. of table, takes off hat 
and puts it on table) 

Doctor. Yes. I think so. 

Denzil. What do you see? 

Doctor. I see an impetuous, warm-hearted fellow; a 
man who had not quite left off his boyhood with his 
Eton jacket. I see a sunburnt face, a mass of dark hair; 
it was dark then. I see a pleasant smile. 1 see that still, 

Denzil. You paint with a friendly brush, Latimer. Do 
you remember the supper we gave you when you passed the 
College? 

Doctor. The Hall. 

Denzil. The Hall, was it? The supper consisted chiefly 
of broiled bones — out of compliment to your anatomical 
triumphs, I suppose. Well, a few days after, 1 left Eng- 
land and we met no more till the beginning of this year, 
when I came back a kind of Rip Van Winkle, with only 
one friend 1 could identify; — ^yourself. 
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Doctor. Quite true. What then? 

Denzil. Did you ever wonder why 1 left the old coun- 
try? 

Doctor. My dear fellow, no! If 1 ever gave the matter 
a thought, I put it down to love of travel. My conjectures 
stopped short at that point. 

Denzil. Ah, well, you were wrong. I left England, ^' 
severed the ties that bound me to home, kindred, friend- 
ship, because of a woman, {pause) 

Doctor. Ah ! 

Denzil. I suppose every man starts in life with a good 
balance of faith to his credit, until one day he gives a 
blank cheque to a woman, and is beggared. At the age 
of twenty-two I married. 

Doctor.* MarHed! 

Denzil. Yes, I married. She was not my equal in 
birth or education, but she was beautiful and young — young 
in everything but treachery. 1 was mad about her, mad ! I 
found myself linked to a creature passionate, illiterate, in- 
temperate. However, she soon left me. 

Doctor. Left you ! 

Denzil. Yes. She didn't go alone, of course— one of niy 
friends ! 

Doctor. Friends ! 

Denzil. Friend or enemy. We won't waste time in sub- 
tle distinctions. She left me with the knowledge that the 
-woman to whom I had given my father's name was a 
wanton ! You say my hair is gray. A man's head is often 
sprinkled with the ashes of his past. I left England as 1 
then thought forever. 

Doctor. Did you obtain legal release? 

Denzil. No. I shrank from the exposure. My mar- 
riage had been secret — my mother was then living. I wished 
to spare her and so I went into exile. After all, what did 
it matter? I had done with love, I thought, and 1 trusted 
to the one infallible member of your profession to work 
my cure. 

Doctor. That being 

Denzil. Time, Doctor, time, who like you is something 
of a gardener and grafts the fruit of indifference on the tree 
of knowledge. At first I plunged into dissipation, but that 
proved a failure, even as a narcotic, and, moreover, robbed 
me of the right to seek legal release had 1 so wished. 

Doctor. I (pause) understand. 
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Denzil. Since then my life has heen an aimless dream. 

Doctor, {pause) And why — it sounds inhospitable to 
ask — why have you returned? 

Denzil. The law of patriotic gravitation, I suppose. 
Every wanderer has something of the crab in his nature 
and longs to go back. 

Doctor. And your 

Denzil. Wife? She is dead. 

Doctor. Dead ! 

Denzil. Yes, I had news of her from time to time and 
learned that she had sunk lower and lower in the scale of 
social degi'adation. One can travel a long way in twenty 
years, when the road is all down hill. I ascertained that 
she left England early this year in an emigrant ship, 
bound for New South Wales. That ship went down in a 
storm off the Goodwins. Every soul on board perished, and 

Doctor. And so 

Denzil. And so I am a free man. (rises and stands R.) 

Doctor. It's a curious story. And now, Denzil, what 
are your plans? {rising and taking Tiis right arm and 
leading him across to R. scat) 

Denzil. Well, I think of trying a country life. 

Doctor. V\'here do you propose pitching your tent? 

Denzil. I thought of settling down in this neighbor- 
hoo<l. 

Doctor. This neighl)orhood ! Good heavens! my dear 
fellow, you'll never stand it. 

Denzil. Why? 

Doctor. Why — why — well, because the place is dull, and 
the atmosphere damp. There's nothing for you to do unless 
you apply for the post of churchwarden. You say you've 
been areaming your life away, and I believe you. Well, 
you ought to wake up; try London life. 

Denzil. Not I. My mind is made up. I shall settle 
do\Mi here. If the place is what you say, you will gain 
another patient, that's all. In any case, I hope you will 
let me inflict myself on you sometimes. 

Doctor. My dear fellow, of course, {putting hands on 
his shoulder) 

Denzil. And your daughters — Miss Helen, your sweet 
housekeeper, she — they won't mind the tedium of an old, a 
middle-aged fogey? 

Doctor. Not they. And when they marry, as I suppose 
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they will some time, you and I, who have done with such 
follies, will share the character of grandfather, eh? 

Denzil. Yes, exactly. 

Doctor. And smoke many a cigar together, but not as a 
rule before dinner, {crosses L.) 

Enter Maud round the house and down c. 

Maud, {coming c.) Dad, a messenger has just come 
from old Pinchbeck; he has developed symptoms of what 
I think you call dipso — something or other — mean old 
wretch, I'm glad of it. 

Denzil. Who's old Pinchbeck? 

Maud. The Churchwarden. 

Denzil. Ah ! a future colleague, eh, Latimer ? And he'g 
inclined to be unduly economical? 

Maud. I call a man mean who only gives at the knees. 
(going up to gate) 

Doctor. I suppose I'd better go; we shall have to make 
the dinner a little later. 

Maud. I don't think that will matter much. 

Doctor. You'll excuse me, Denzil? {exit into house L.)" 

Dbnzil. Of course. Maud will see to me. {rising) 

Maud, {coming down) Miss Maud! 

Dbnzil. Maud, I think {warning to orchestra) 

Enter Bamfield from side of house with the tennis net, 
halls and hats. 

still quite fatherly, {puts his hand on her shoulder) 

" Bah. {aside) Still quite fatherly, dash it all! Miss 

Maud, what shall I do with the tennis things? 

Maud. Put them in the halL What have you brought 
that in for? 

Bam. You said it wanted mending. 

Denzil. Ah, Bamfield, who won? 

Maud. Who won? Now, Mr. Bamfield, take in the 
thjbogs; you look like a salmon in a landing net. (Ba^ 
FIELD goes into house, Maud following him) 

Denzil. Maud! {she turns) I don't fancy he'll ever 
get out of the net. 

Maud. Oh! {stopping at door) I said. Oh! {exit into 
house L.) 

Denzil. Yes, I licard you! {sUs wearily) You and I 
who have done witli such follies! Latimer little guessed 
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the truth, {music) Perhaps he is right. Perhaps it 
would be wise to go away without speaking. You and 1 
who have done with such follies, and yet, she seemed glad 
when I returned to-day. Courtesy, perhaps, and yet, why 
should I fear? Is sorrow such a stranger that I should 
dread his companionship? No, 1*11 stay. I'll put it to 
ithe touch, to win or lose all. 

Helen enters through gate, stage nearly dark. 

Helen. Mr. Denzil. 

Denzil. Ah, Helen, so you've got back. 

Helen. Yes. {coming down stage) 

Denzil. What was the important business? 

Helen. Well, you see I had to— I was obliged to— it 
wouldn't have been ready. 

Denzil. The new bonnet ? 

Helen. No, the new dinner, {taking off bonnet) 

Denzil. You don't mean to tell me you've been all the 
way to the village on my account? How good of you. 

Helen. Have you been waiting for me? {warning for 
sloio curtain) 

Denzil {standing hy her) Yes, for twenty years, 
Helen. 

Helen. Twenty years. I don't think our acquaintance 
dates back so far. Twenty years. I was a child, a most 
uninteresting one, I believe; and you? {sitting R.) 

Denzil. {standing by her) I know. Twenty years 
ago you were a child and I was a man. You were only 
beginning to read the book of life, while I was tearing out 
the leaves of the first chapter. Helen, when I came back 
to-day, you said something that made me very happy. 

Helen. Yes. 

Denzil. You said you were glad to see me. 

Helen. And so I was. You see it's so nice for Dad, 
because you're such old friends. 

Denzil. Such old friends, exactly. And so it was on his 
account you were glad? 

Helen. Ye-es. 

Den zil. Only ? ( music ) 

Helen. No 

Denzil. Helen, ten minutes ago I was in doubt whether 
it would not be wiser to go away again. 

Helen. To go away? 
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Denzil. Yes. 

Helen. Why ? 

Denzil. Because I love you! 

Helen. Oh! 

Denzil. Listen. I know, at least I think I know, all 
that reason would say in urging me to be silent. To spare 
you, and perhaps myself, only — only I love you. I have 
but little hope— only I love you — ^and I know, at least I 
think I know, that if you say this dream of mine must be 
forgotten, that in forgetting you will forgive. 

Helen. Mr. Denzil, I have nothing to forgive, nothing I 
can ever wish to forget. 

Denzil. Ah, Helen! You don't know what hope means 
to me. My past has been one long twilight. I have lived 
in the shadow. 

Helen. Mr. Denzil — 1 

Denzil. No, don't speak. (Janet enters from R. and 
appears at gate from R.) Give me your answer in one 
week from this. In that time I may have learrt to be a 
. man. Shall it be so? 

Helen. Yes, if you wish, {rising, pause) Shall we 
go in? {they cross to house, Janet moves) 

Denzil. What is that? (r. of c. table) 

Helen. Only the leaves rustling in the wind. Come! {at 
Tiouse) 

DteNZiL. {satisfied) Ah! {as they enter house L. 
JAITET leans on gate and watches them c.) 

SLOW CURTAIN. 



ACT 11. 

Scene — Living room in Doctor's house. Deep hay unndow 
with seat in it, also glass door leading into garden. Doors 
I., a^ R. The whole to present a qitaint Queen Anne 
effect. 

Helen and Maud discovered dressmaking, Maud lean- 
ing over table. 

Helen, {holding up pattern) I'm sure we've got it 
wrong, {standing r. of table) . 

Maud. Do you think so? (ba^k of table) 
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Helen. Yes, we must fall back on the "Queen." 

Maud. That sounds disloyal, {sitting on iabte)' 

Helen. Look here, Maud, read it out again. 

Maud, {sitting on table reads) "A deep pointed tunic 
which' goes into six pleats at the waist, all of which fall 
towards the body, centre, the tunic back is prettily ar- 
ranged by gathering the waist along the half circle like 
top; while at the side one pleat is made; the edge of the 
tunic joining into the side seam of the skirt." 

HuLEN. Hold on, " side seam of skirt," well ? 

Maud. " Lower down you place each of the single holes 
over each of the corresponding single holes in the skii-t 
back and secure same, which forms a nice pouf pouf, as 
well as regulates the length of the tunic back evenly to the 
skirt edge." There, I'm sure that's simple enough, and 
isn't it sweet — isn't it a poem? 

Helen. Yes, one of Browning's. I shall never do it. 
But let me pin on the pattern of the bodice. (Maud puts 
paper down and goes round front of table) You hold the 
pincushion. (Maud stands up and Helen pins pattern on 
io her) 

Maud. ( c. ) Will it be a long business ? 

Helen, (c, kneeling) I don't know, most likely. Why? 

Maud. Well, I expect Adolphus. 

Helen. Who's Adolphus? 

Maud. Mr. Bamfield. 

Helen. Oh! since when? Lift up your arm. (&u5.)j 
since when has he blossomed into Adolphus? 

Maud. Since Tuesday afternoon. The fact is, he'd had 
another letter from his aunt. She's getting very restive 
{dropping B. arm) about his marrying, and, in fact, wants 
an answer, and so Adolphus wants an answer, too. 

Helen. Oh, Maudie, have you carefully considered this? 

Maud. Yes, very carefully. 

Helen. Since when? 

Maud. Since Tuesday afternoon. 

Helen. Maudie, you're very young, dear. Don't decide 
rashly. I don't want to lecture, but I'm older than you. 
Marirying is a very serious thing, and 

Maud. Cut it short, {scissors bus.) 

Helen. Very well, Maud, I shall say no more. 

Maud. No, no, I mean the bodice. What you are saying 
is quite true. 
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Helen. You see, dear, you don't confide in me. Until 
to-day you didn't even tell me his name was Adolphus. 

Maud. No, I felt it was a name that ought to be broken 
very gradually. 

Helen. Even now I'm not certain whether you care for 
him. 

Maud. You're not? 
• Helen. No. 

Maud. Neither am I. 

Helen. Oh, of course if you simply make fun of every- 
thing I say. 

Doctor, {calls off b.) Helen, just a moment. 

Helen. Dad wants me! Don't move till 1 come back or 
I shall never get that sleeve on. 

Doctor. Helen I 

Helen. Coming, Dad. {exit'B.) 

Maud, {standing c. of stage with her arm extended) 
Helen is right. One ought to be very careful not to — not 
to decide rashly. Adolphus is very fond of me, and I'm 
very fond of Adolphus, I think. Two souls with but a 
single thought. Only if 1 marry Adolphus, 1 shall have to 
supply the single thought. Oh! how my arm aches. I 
wonder if the back of it is all right. I'll have a look. 
. {goes over still with arm extended, to chimney glass, stands 
on chair) I believe she's cut it too short, now. {enter 
Bamfield at hack. He comes down and looks up at her) 
And I fancy it bulges a little. 1 wish 1 knew if it bulges. 

Bam. It bulges. 

Maud. Hulloa! {looks down at him) Good-day, Mr. 
Bamfield. 

Bam. Adolphus, I think. Don't let me disturb you. It 
wants sloping away under the arm. Are you there for 
the day, or is it that you enjoy looking down on me? 

Maud, {stepping down) 1 needn't stand on a chair to 
do that. Late again, Mr. B. {hegins taking off pattern) 

Bam. Well? {puts hat up l., sits on table L.)^ 
- Maud {in front of table) Well? 

Bam. What do you feel about it? 

Maud. About what? 

Bam. You know — last Tuesday. 

Maud. Afternoon ? 

Bam. Afternoon. 

Haxjd. Is George Addis back yet? 
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Bam. Yes, he arrived yesterday. 

Maud. Does he look any better for his trip? 

Bam. No, I don't think he does, {pause, bus, over 
table) Well? 

Maud. Well? 

Bam. What do you feel about it? 

Maud. Oh, I don't know. You fidget! (sitting in 
chair) What do you want me to say? I don't think yon 
know your own mind. 

Bam. Yes, I do. It didn't take me long to learn that. 

Maud. And I'm not sure that I know my own mind. 

Bam. You've had since Tuesday afternoon, (going 
round to back) 

Maud. Yes, I know; but a girl's mind isn't a prescrip- 
tion that can be made up while you wait.' 

Bam. Look here, Maud, just for a minute. I want to 
talk seriously. (Maud rises and crosses R.) At least 
I want to try. (crossing R.) I can't say what I mean, 
but I've a sort of notion that if I could make you under- 
stand what I — feel — you'd — ^you'd be a bit sorry for me 
anyhow, (they sit facing each other) Perhaps there's 
some one else you care about. 

Maud. Yes, there is. (rises) 

Bam. Oh! (pause, bus.) Well, then 1 — ^I'm sorry, 
I've made a fool of myself I suppose. 

Maud. Yes. 

Bam. Oh, good-bye, then. (bus. rising) I beg your 
pardon for — for having troubled you. 

Maud. Oh, no trouble at all. Goodbye, (shaking 
hands ) 

Bam. Good-bye. (going up stage) 

Maud. You'll remember me to your aunt, won't you? 

Bam. Very well, (pause, coming back) 1 suppose you 
won't tell me who it is you care for? 

Maud. Dad and Helen, (runs away across stage to i^) 

Bam. Dad and Helen, (following) And no one else ? 

Maud, (crossing to c.) No one else that you'd be 
likely to object to. (he looks vacantly at her for a moment, 
then clasps her round the waist) Mr. Bamfield! 

Bam. Adolphus ! 

Maud. Mr. B 

Bam. Adolphus! (clasps her again) ^ 

Maud. A-dol-phusI 
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Bam. You've said it at last. 

Maud. You — ^you squeezed it out of me. 

Bam. And it's to be yes. 

Maud. I suppose so. ' 

Bam. {kisses her) Maud, you're not angry? 

Maud. Angry? I'm almost surprised, (crosses B.) 

Bam. Ah! (pause) Maud, you don't seem to like the 
name of Adolphus. 

Maud. I dare say I shall get used to it in time. What 
does your aunt call you? ^ ^ 

Bam. Dolph. (in front of table) r> 

Maud. Ah, there I dra\7 the line ! (crossing n,) Adol- 
phus is a name that no amount of squeezing would ever in- 
duce me to abbreviate. What are you thinking about? 

Bam. Well, I was thinking I ought to speak to your 
father. Oughtn't I? 

Maud. You wouldn't expect me to speak to your aunt? 

Bam. No, I suppose not. Maud, I shall make a mess of 
it, I know I shall, (c.) 

DocjTOR. (speaks outside) Come in, Denzil. I think 
they're in here. 

Bam. There's the Doctor. I'll speak to him now. , 

Enter Doctor and Denzil b., Maud and Bamfield seat 
themselves very far apart. 

Doctor. So there you are. Ah, Bamfield! Maud, have 
you seen my stethoscope? 

Maud. The telephone sort of thing you listen down 
when you want to find out if anybody's heart is in the 
right place? 

Doctor. Yes. 

Maud. It's on the breakfast mantelpiece. Shall I 
fetch it? 

Doctor. Thank you, my dear, (exit Maud r. Bit- 
field sits in window ) ' ' *' 

Doctor. Now, Denzil, about the investment of this 
money, (crossing in front of table to fireplace) Old Pinch- 
beck has scraped together two hundred pounds, and is anx- 
ious that I should invest it for him. He has had a fixed 
disbelief in banks all his life, but now, being old and 
bed-ridden, he seems inclined to doubt the security of his 
strong box; and having no one to consult but myself, has 
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induced me, very much against the grain, to accept the re- 
sponsibility. 

Denzil. {hack of chair) When are you to receive it? 

Doctor. I have it here, {takes out pooketbook) All 
in country notes. What do you consider a good investment? 

Denzil. Oh! well, there's a large field for selection — 
railway shares, foreign stock. 

Doctor. Hum! Foreign stocks are rather like the old 
parish stocks — if you meddle with them you're very likely 
to put your foot in it. The worst of it is I'm too late. for 
the bank to-day, and it's a large sum to have in the house. 
In fact it rather worries me. I'll lock it up now, and 
to-morrow — dear me, where's the key of the bureau? Ah, 
I remember, it's under the clock, {takes key from under 
clock, crosses to bureau and locks up the pocketbook) I 
should like to have left this key with Helen, but she has 
gone down to the orchard. Vexing! I have a long round 
this afternoon. 

Denzil. You can give the key to me if you like. I'll 
give it to Helen when she comes back, (c.) 

Doctor. Good! {gives key to Denzil) Now I'm off! 

Enter Maud r. unth stethoscope. Bamfield rises and comes 
down L., Denzil strolls up stage. 

Maud. Here it is. Dad. Are you in a great hurry? 

Doctor. Yes, my dear, you see I am. Why? 

Maud. Only, because Mr. Bamfield, I think, wants to— - 
to consult you about something. 

Doctor. Bless my heart, does he? {looks at Bamfcei.d) 
Want to see me, Bamfield? 

Bam. Yes, Doctor. 

Doctor. ( to Maud ) Run away then, my dear, and take 
Denzil with you. I'll soon put Bamfield to rights, {bus. 
li^UD and Bamfield. Denzil strolls up to window, Maud 
follows. At door she catches Bamfield's eye and waves 
her arm encouragingly and then exits with Denzil) 

Doctor. Now, Bamfield, come and sit down, there. Bring 
your chair. ( they sit opposite c. ) Now, how long has this 
been coming on? 
I Bam. (l. c.) Eh — ^what? Oh, for months. 

Doctor, (b. c.) Months! Dear, dear! you should have 
»poken before. 
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Bam. (sitting) Yes, I see that now, of course. I've 
been coming here k good bit. Doctor, without any apparent 
reas6n, gratuitously, in fact. I hope you're not angry. 

Doctor. No — ^no— no. Many of my patients come gra- 
tuitously. Appetite good? 

Bam. No. 

Doctor. What do you drink ? 

Bam. I generally take a little 

Doctor. Well, I shouldn't. Does that hurt you? {dig» 
fvith hand) 

Bam. I say, look here 

DOiCTOR. Ah, I see! Sleep well at night? 

BAMi No, not lately. But 

Doctor. Just so, just so. Well, I don't think there's 
much the matter. How's the pulse? Ah! a little rapid, 
but not abnormally so. 

Bam. Doctor, I wish you — ^you'd let me explain. You 
don't understand the case. 

Doctor. Not understand the case! My dear Bamfield, 
there's nothing to understand. The whole affair is mete 
fancy. 

Bam. Mere fancy? 

Doctor. Mere fancy. The feeling will pass away and 
leave no trace. 

Bam. The feeling will never pass away — ^never. Doctor! 
I knew I should make a mess of this, but if only you could 
see into my heart. 

Doctor. See into your heart — pooh! Your heart's ail 
Tight. Let'is see your tongue. 

Bam. No, I'm hanged if you shall, (pushes chair hack) 

Doctor. A little nervous excitement, apparently. Did 
you ever take any bromide? All you want is a mild seda- 
tive. 

Bam. All I want is Maud, (rises) 

Doctor, (still seated) What! 

Bam. I've been trying to make you understand I'm not 
ill. I want Maud. I don't want a mild sedative. I don't, 
indeed. 

Doctor. My dear Bamfield, you must pardon my ob- 
tuseness. I see my diagnosis has been wrong all through. 
You want Maud? 
, Bam. Yes. 



32 SUNLIGHT AND SHADOW. 

Doctor. Hum! she's young to marry. Have you con- 
sulted her? (Bamfield nods) Ah, and then I suppose you 
thought it wise to have a second opinion, {puts chair hack 
and stands behind) Well, Bamfield, the second opinion is 
always glad to be confirmatory whenever practicable. That's 
a leading pfinciple of medical etiquette, and so Doctor Dad 
says "yes," but there is an important point, (rises) 

Bam. What's that, Doctor? 

DocTOB. The world has gone hardly with me. I am a 
poor man in the fullest sense of the word. I have no doubt 
that your knowledge of this fact will in no way influence 
your course of action, but it is a matter in which frankness 
is a duty. My little girl can bring you nothing. (Maud 
at toindow c, on tiptoe) 

Bam. I'm glad of that. I have enough money for both, 
and she has enough brains for both, and so it's all right 
{moves to c. and buttons coat) 

Doctor. As far as I am concerned it's all right, {shakes 
hands) Ah! Come here, my dear, {brings Maud down) 
I have gone carefully into the case of our friend, here, and 
I leave him with perfect confidence in your hands. 1 
should continue the same treatment, in fact, {to Bamfield, 
pointing to Maud) Bamfield, there's your prescription, 
to be taken immediately, and one other point. Don't omit, 
when necessary, to shake the bottle, {goes up stage) 

Maud. I should like to see him dare to shake the bottle. 

Doctor, {going, turns at door r) Well, {they turn), 
what about my fee? (Maud kisses him) Thank you, 
my dear. God bless you! God bless you! {exit R. door, 
Maud and Bamfield look at each other) 

Maud. Dear, old Dad ! How good he is ! 

Bam. Yes, isn't he? I made a mess of it, of course. He 
couldn't make out what I wanted at first, and suggested a 
mild sedative, {going towards her) 

Maud. Well, I hardly come under the heading of a mild 
sedative, do I? 

Bam. However, it's all right now. {puts his arm round 
her) Maud, the Doctor said the prescription was to be 
taken immediately. Don't you think I ought to take a dose 
now? 

Maud. Certainly not. Remember the treatment was left 
in my hands, {silent struggle) 



SUNLIGHT AND SHADbW. 33 

Enter Helen b. 

Helen. I beg pardon — I — ^I was going to ( they move 

apart) finish the pattern, but I suppose it will — :- 

Bam. Do for the trousseau. 

Helen. What? Maud! (Maud nods) 

Bam. (l. of tdMe) I hope you are not angry. Miss 
Helen — Helen, I mean — I know I'm not half good enough 
for Maud, but I hope that by and by, when you've got over 
it, when we've all got over it, you'll try and like me a 
bit, will you? 

Helen, (c.) Of course I'll try, Mr. Bamfield. 

Bam. I should regard it as a favor if you could make 
it Adolphus. 

Helen. Adolphus, by all means. 

Maud. Adolphus, kiss icielen. 

Bam. Eb? {looks at Helen who smiles, kisses her as 
Denzil enters through window, 

Denzil. Quite fatherly, I hope, Mr. Bamfield? 

Bam. {going to Maud and putting his arm round her) 
No, brotherly, Mr. Denzil. 

Denzil. Is that so? Has Dad said yes? 

Maud. He has. 

Denzil. And Helen? 

Maud. She has. (Helen goes up to toindow, then 
doton to table, and, after seating herself, begins to sew) 

Denzil. ( coming down c. ) Well then, I suppose I must 
give my consent, too. My dear, I hope the future will out- 
shine even the brightness of the present. I offer you both 
my warmest wishes. I shall venture to ask my fried, Bam- 
field, to let you wear a little trifle from an old friend who 
had a sincere though tentative interest in you before you 
were born, and in return I claim a privilege {kisses her) 
with the usual paternal reservation, {strolls over to tire- 
place) Quite fatherly. 

Bam. {moves down c. To Maud) Come into the 
garden. 

Maud. Come into the garden! Yes, that's the worst of 
having been christened Maud. I ought to stay and have 
that pattern tried on. {going up stage) 

Bam. I rather envy that pattern.- 

Maud. Do you? You wouldn't like to be cut out, would 
you? That was cut out. And you wouldn't care to b^ 
3 
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taken in, I suppose? That will have to be taken in. There, 
go on! I'll come, {looking up to him) 

Bam. You promised to play that tuno to me. 

Maud. Very well. Go into the breakfast room. The 
piano was tuned yesterday. 

Bam. All right, (warning for piano, Ewit B. Dekzil 
strolls up to window, Maud ^oes to Helen) 

Maud. Helen, you don't mind about this, do you? 
{kneeling hy her) You don't mind about this? 

Helen. Mind, darling — ^what an idea! You know my 
only hope is to see you happy. 

Maud, Are you quite — quite certain sUre you. don't 
mind ? 

Helen. Quite, quite certain, sure! You're keeping him 
waiting. 

Maud. Let him wait! Kiss me. (Hez£N kisses her, 
^AUD goes to door B.) Helen, fou'll. have to live with us, 
or I won't have him. Do you hear? 

Helen, {laughing) I hear. 
' Maud. And that's understood, is it? 

Helen. Quite. Hun away! {eieit Maud B. Denzh^ 
who has been standing at window, comes down i«. of her) 

Denzil. " There's nothing half so sweet in life," eh, 
Helen? You're not sorry, I hope? 

Helen. About Maud? 

Denzil. Yes. {sitting on top of Uible) 

Helen. Oh, no! It's a silly feeling, but you Jknow our 
another died when we were young, and so we were thrown 
together, and have been everything to one another until now, 
and I'm afraid I must have a bad nature, all angles like 
Great Britain before the Conquest, because just now I felt 
jealous that any one should come between us, you under- 
stand ? 

Denzil. Yes, I understand. But, you know, I think 
yours is an April sorrow. Happiness is infectious^ and 
Maud is very happy. Helen, do you remember wl^at to-day 
is? {start piano off B. Music starts. Piano off stage 
B. u. e.) 

Helen. Friday, isn't it? 

Denzil. Friday! Not considered a very fortunate <iay 
as a rule. I want to knaw if I may give that i^yilig. the 
lie? {piano played softW in next room) Helen, it la 
just one week since I retjjiirned — one w?ek since j a«|Eed 
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you a question — and then, coward-like, feared to hear the 
answer. Do you remember? • 

Helen. Yes, I remember. 

Denzil. Have — have you decided? 
^ Helen. Yes, I have decided, but I thought I would rather 
write my answer 

Denzil. And you wrote? {rising from table and going 
R. of her) 

Helen. Yes. 

Denzil. Where is the letter ? 

Helen. I have it here, {takes out note) 

Denzil. {after pause) Will you giv« it to me? {she 
gives it hesitatingly , he takes it and opens it nervoi^ly, 
slowly reads, then Helen rises) Ah, Helen, my darling, 
have you thought of the years that stand between us ? Can 
you really give me your love? {about to embrace her) 

Helen. Yes. Stay! I — 1 want to speak. You talk of 
OUT age, well, I think I shall age quickly. Some people do, 
you know. I'm sure I shail soon catch you up. ( music stops. 
Stop piano ) I feel very old now, sometimes, after an inter- 
view with the butcher, for instance. You needn't worry 
ftbout that, indeed. 

Denzil. I want to hear you say, "I love you, Mark." 

Helen. I love you, Mark. Is there anything else? 

Denzil. Yes. {tries to kiss her, but she laughingly 
evades him) 

Helen. And so you see Friday isn't such a bad day 
fifter all. {crossing to seat R.) 

Denzil. It's not over yet, my darling! {following her 
and sitting beside her) 

I^ELEN. I don't want it to be over. I am never likely 
to know a happier day. Why are you looking so grave? 
I wonder if these twenty years, of which you speak so 
often and so sadly, could pass before us like a panorama, 
.would«you tell me to look, or turn my eyes away. 

Denzil. 1 would tell you to look, because in the story of 
.my past, though you would see much to condemn, you 
wouM see something to pity. Do you believe me? 

Helen. Yes. 

Denzil. {after a pause) I wonder what Latimer will 
Bay? 

Helen, Dad? Oh! well I' should think he would say; 
that "It never rains but it pours." 
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Denzil. You mean because of Maud ? 

Helen. Yes. Thank goodness she won't be abfe to chaff 
me now. (Denzil rises) h, are you going? 

Denzil. I must for a short time. The fact is, I have 
been in treaty for a house in this neighborhood, and I 
put off signing the agreement till to-day. 

Helen. Why? 

Denzil. I mightn't have wanted it. 
, Helen. Why not? {he looks at her) Oh, I see! (ri«- 
ing and crossing L. c.) Well, I think you can go and sign 
it. Say good-bye quickly. 

Denzil. Why quickly? 

Helen. Because some one's coming. (Denzil goes up o, 
and meets Addis who enters from B.) 

Denzil. Ah! Mr. Addis, welcome back. Your holiday 
has been a brief one. {goes to window and gets hat) 

Addis. Yes. Ah, Helen! 

Helen. Well, Greorge, who are those flowers for? I 
needn't ask — ^me, of course! 

Addis. Exactly! {giving ttiem to her) I hope, Mr. 
Denzil, I am not sending you away? {going up stage) 

Denzil. Eh? By no means! I have an appointment, 
but I shall return later .Good-afternoon, Mr. Addis. 
{going to door R.) 

Addis. Good-afternoon, Mr. Denzil. 

Denzil. Good-bye, Helen. 

Helen, {crosses to Denzil) Ueorge, would you mind 
putting your flowers in that vase on the mantelpiece. 
There's a good boy! 

Addis, {goes to fireplace) Certainly. 

Helen. Good-bye, Mr. Denzil. (Addis drops flowers. 
She goes to Denzil who kisses her apparently without 
"being seen, then exit B. Coming doum) Well, George, 
what's your best news? 

Addis, {going towards Helen) Weil — I — don't* know. 
How long have you been engaged to Mr. Denzil? 

Helen. What do you mean? What makes you think we 
are engaged? • 

Addis. 1 saw. 

Helen. George, I'm surprised ! Besides, I thought your 
back was turned. 

Addis, {going down) You forgot the mirror. 

Helen. Oh! I understand, {pause) Well, 1 suppose 
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it's no good denying then. And so, George, you see I'm 
the happiest girl in all the whole wide world, {pause) 
George dear, you don't say anything. Aren't you glad? 

Addis. Yes, dear, very glad. How long has this en- 
gagement existed? (in front of chair) 

Helen. How long? About twenty minutes, {rising, 
going to him) Oh, George, I can talk to you because you're 
just like a brother. You don't know how good he is, how 
noble, and to think he could see anything to admire in me! 
Isn't it strange? 

Addis. And you love him ? 

Helen. Love him? Yes, with my whole soul! George. 
(Addis sinks into chair, she looks at him, his head has 
dropped on his arm) Why, what is it? You're ill. 

Addis. Forgive me, Helen. I'm not quite myself. Don't 
look so frightened! The trouble is an old one, but it 

masters me at times. I think, if you'll allow me, I'll 

{rising and coming up s'^^age) go away for a little. 

Helen. Let me come with you? {following him) 

Addis. No. I shall be better alone. 

Helen. Dad is out on his round. I'm so sorry. He 
would have known what to do. George, dear, will you go to 
his room and wait for him? 

Addis. Yes, I think I will. Helen, you remember your 
promise that if any trouble or danger should overtake you, 
you would come to me. I know that now there is another 
with a better right. I have long known that the time would 
come, when our old life, the life in which I had a share, 
must give place to a different one — ^for you a happier for 
me a lonelier. 

Helen. Ah, no ! George. ( taking hand ) . 

Addis. Yes. It is right and natural that it should be 
so. Only I love you, Helen, sister, and if fate should ever 
darken the fair promise of your life, you won't forget there 
is still a watch-dog, misshapen, {moves up) but faithful. 
You won't forget? {exit George l., smiling sadly) 

Helen. Dear old George! {looking after him) How 
fond he is of us all. But he still seems very sad. I ought 
to feel more sorry, but I can't to-day. ( crosses R. ) Mark I ' 
How pleasant it is to say Mark, even to oneself, {seated R.) 

Janet enters from R. and appears at tack in the window, 

Janet. Can I speak to you? 
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Helen, {turning round hastily) Oh, yes, certainly! I 
• — didn't know any one was there, {rising) 

Janet. The garden gate was open, so I strolled up the 
path. I want to see your father, {coming slowly down 
stage) 

Helen. I'm afraid he's out. 

Janet. I don't seem lucky in the matter of finding him. 
I called a week ago. 

Helen. Yes, I remember your face now. 

Janet. Do you? 

Helen. Will you wait for my father ? 

Janet. Yes, I think I will wait this time. 1 want to see 
him on a little matter of business. 

Helen. Will you sit down? 

Janet. Thank you. {sits r. of table) Don't let me 
keep you from anything you may have to do. I've a great 
respect for the domestic virtues, although it's some time 
since I practised them. 

Enter Maud c, hurriedly, 

Maud. Helen, ^Mr. Denzil hurried back a moment ago 
{pauses) and asked me to give you this. 

Helen. Dad's key! I thought you said Mr. Denzil. 

Maud. Yes. Dad gave it to Mr. Denzil to give to you. 
It's the key of the bureau. Dad wanted you to take care 
of it. 

Helen, {taking it) He is getting very cautious. 
{suddenly) There is nothing in the bureau but old re- 
ceipts. 

Maud. Mr. Denzil said something about a pocketbook. 

Helen. He must have meant Dad's appointment book. 

Maud. I don't know. I didn't quite catch what he said. 
{going) 

Janet, {to Maud) You were engaged. People who 
are engaged never attend to anybody. 

Maud, {aside to Helen) Who is this? 

Helen. A lady who wants to see Dad on business. 

Janet. Better say a woman next time ! " Lady " seemed 
to stick a little, and I'm not sensitive. You're Maud, ain't 
you? 

Maud. That is my name, but I don't know you. 

Janet. Quite so! But I do know you. I passed you 
in the garden just now. {warning to orchestra) 
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Maud. Oh, I didn't see you! '"*• 

Janet. No, very likely not. 

Maud, (aside to Helen) Who is she? Hhe almost 
frightens me. 

Helen. A patient of Dad's, I suppose. He will be back 
soon, and then we shall know, perhaps. If you see him, and 
he wants his pocketbook, tell him the key is under the 
clock. 

Maud. Helen, I don't like leaving you with her. 

Helen. Nonsense! Run away! (Maud goes up stage, 
stands at door c, then exits slowly. Helen goes to manteh 
piece, places key under clock. Janet watches her intently) 

Janet. You spoke of a Mr. Denzil just now. 

Helen. Yes. Do you know him? {picking up flowers 
from hearthrug) 

Janet. We were slightly acquainted many years ago. 
I think my existence has slipped his memory. I shall re- 
call myself to him some day, perhaps. You're going to 
marry him, ain't you ? 

Helen. I don't understand you. 

Janet. The question is plain enough. I should think 
you might fit a yes or no to it, eh? 

Helen. One moment. You say you have business with 
my father. I will take care that immediately on his return 
he shall be informed of your presence here. Meanwhile I 
will ask you to excuse me. (hows and exits door L. u. e.) 

Janet. She's gone at last! Ah! So much the better! 
(start orchestra. Mu^ic. Rises, crosses in front of table 
and leans on mantelpiece) I haven't worn well. I don't 
wonder I -scare the birds away. And yet I was worth look- 
ing at once, so they used to say. What fools I made of 
them, what fools ! Well ( crossing to c. ) , now then, what's 
the best game to play. It's time I sorted my cards. Denzil 
is my king of trumps, but I don't want to play him yet. 
He must marry this girl first, and then we shall see. But 
money, I must have money! But how? This Doctor is 

spoken of as being charitable. He might (stands before 

bureau) Charity! bah! Qood advice and soup tickets! 
What was that the sister said about a pocketbook? If 1 
could only secure a few pounds it would give me time. Sho 
put the key under the clock. I wonder if there's any one 
about? (goes to window and looks out, then to door L. 
ichioh she opens and closes softly, then takes key from under 
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clock and crosses to bureau) No, no one. That's lucky. 
Now then! {opens bureau) Nothing much here — bills, 
receipts, old prescriptions — ^bah! This little Inner drawer 
looks promising, {opens it) Only an old pocketbook. I 

wonder if {opens it. Enter Helen unperceived.. 

Warning for curtain) Why! It's full of bank notes — 
quite full! {music stops. Stop orchestra) 

Helen, {looking over shoulder) My father says 

Ah! what have you there? 

Janet. Nothing. The desk was open — 

That is not true. I left it locked^ {looks 
Give me the pocketbook. 
Pocketbook? I don't know what you mean. .Let 



Helen. 
rapidly) 

Janet 
me pass! 

Helen. 

Janet. 
pass! 

Helen. 
know it. 



No! 

By what right do you dare to stop me? Let me 



You have stolen a pocketbook from the desk! I 
But I will not be your judge. You may have had 
temptation of which I know nothing, and so, if you will 
restore it, I will say, *' Go in peace," remembering that 
woman should pity woman. 

Janet. You can keep your pity. I want none of it. 1 
say, once for all, will you stand aside? {advancing towards 
her) 

No! 

We'll see to that! {seizes her) 
Help! help! 

Silence! silence! \Denzil outside calls 
He enters, followed after a slight pause by 



Helen. 

Janet. 

Helen. 

Janet. 
" Helen." 
Doctor) 

Janet. 

Helen. 

Denzil. 



Too late! {goes down stage) 
{ falling in his arms ) Mark ! 
Helen! {pause) 



Enter Addis l. 



' Doctor. Helen, my child, what is this? 

Helen. That woman has stolen a pocketbook. 

Janet. It's a lie! 

Doctor. The pocketbook stolen? {looks anxiously into 
bureau) 

Denzil. Give it back. Do you hear? Give it back! 
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Janet. Very well, then, take it! {gives it to Denzil) 
and let me go. 

Denzil. No. 

Janet. Let me go. 

Denzil. No. 

Janet. You won't? 

Denzil. No. Let me see your face. 

Janet. Look then! {pause) 

Denzil. You! You! Then God has no pity, {staggers 
hack a pace. Music, Start orchestra) Latimer, here is 
the book this woman has stolen, {giving it to him) If 
justice were awarded to the thief, she would meet the 
fate of a common felon ; but I ask you to let her go 
away from here — free and unmolested. 

DocTOB. Denzil ! 

Denzil. Because — ^because {looks in misery at Helen)] 
she is my wife. 

CURTAIN. 



ACT IIL 

Scene — Same evening, winter time, snow on landscape out- 
side. 

Addis discovered sitting in big armchair b. of ' table 
— pillows, DocTOB enters from L. u. E. 

Doctob. Ah ! you look very cosy in here, George ; rather 
a contrast to outside, {warms his hands) I've been writ- 
ing in the study since dinner, and my hands feel quite 
frozen. There's one thing about winter, it's always punc- 
tual. Where are the girls? 

Addis. They are upstairs. Maud is dressing. 

Doctob. Dressing at this time of night? Undressing, ' 
you mean? 

Addis. Well, she's going to a party, so you may bo 
right to a slight extent. 

Doctob. Party. Oh, yes! to be sure. She's going with 
Bamfield to his aunt's, of course, I'd forgotten. 

Addis. Doctor, how do you think I am? 

Doctob. {moves to table) Better, of course, {seating 
himself in armchair) 
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Addis. Y^, but i Waat you to be quite Irahk. I want 
you to tell me the truth. 

Doctor. That's asking a good deal— of a dbctor. What 
do you want to know? 

Addis. How soon shall I be about again? 

DocTOB. My dear George, an unpleasant i^uth is not 
like preserved f ruit>' all - the sweeter fbr being candied ; 
with care you may be about again in a month, |>erhapB' 

Addis. And the futute? 

DocTOB. The future. 

Addis. Frankly, is mine a bad life? 

DocTOB. Who can tell? 

Addis. I believe you can, and therefore I ask. 

DocTOB. (slowly) Well, I hope-^I^=^)elieve there ma^ 
be many years before you, but 

Addis. There is a *< but^' then? 

DocTOB. There is always a "but." 

Addis. Thank you, Do<Jtor. I think I understand. But 
I have no right to quarter myself on you in this way. 

DocTOB. Why, aren't you happy with us? 

Addis. Very happy, only 

DocTOB. Only? 

Addis. Only I think n mah ought to try to be inde- 
pendent. 

DoOTOB. Independigntl [rising and getting pipe and 
standing with hack to fire) Tcha! There it is, the most 
misteaditig word in the la^nguage. Put independence under* 
a microscope and wh&t is it? ^gotisnl dres^d Up to look 
like a virtue. Every one is dependent on somebody fbr 
something. Children are dependent on their parents for 
food, parents are dependent on their children for peace 
and quiet, members of my profession are greatly dependent 
on the weather, which, in England, seldom fails them. 
A woman's happiness is dependent on her millinery, a 
. man's happiness is dependent on his temper, his temper 
is dependent on his digestion, his digestion is dependent on 
his dinner, his dinner is dependent on his cook. The world 
itself, Ceorg^, is dependent on the hope of a better. Take 
my advice, blot the word out of your dictionary, it has no 
meanihg for honest men; leave it to the politicians. 
(lighting pipe) 

Addis. Very well. Doctor. I've no objection, if you'll 
let me detain the word gratitude. 
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Doctor. Well, well! Where's the chess-board? {moves 
up for chessboard) Oh! I see, don't mo'c, I'll fetch it. 
{fetches and arranges chessboard at hack of table) It was 
very fortunate you inherited that annuity just when you 
did. 

Addis. Yes, it was, but I was sorry to give up the choir. 

Doctor. Oh, of course. Because rest is the finest medi- 
cine for you, you don't want to take it. I admit that your 
late pupils, taking advantage of ^our absence {sit) and 
the season of the year, have seen fit to form themselves 
into a band of waits, as a result of which I haven't slept 
for three nights. By the bye, a letter came for you this 
afternoon, with the Londcm p tmark. (searches his 
pocket) Where did I put it? Oh, here it is! {gives letter) 
Bome question of investments, I suppose, now you are a 
monied man. 

Addis. Very likely. I daresay it will keep. I'll look 
at it later on. Let's play our game, Doctor? 

Doctor. Shall I begin? We shant have many more 
quiet evenings for some time to come, (playing) 

Ai>Dis. You mean because of Maud's wedding? 

Doctor. Yes. 

Addis. It will be rather sad for Helen afterwards, don't 
you think? 

Doctor. Oh, no I I fancy not.^ She has such a happy 
disposition. Dear Nell! It's singular no one has asked 
her to leave the old home! 

Enter Helen l., she takes a hook from table, 

Addis. You've never let her know that you were offered 
that appointment in Trinidad? 

Doctor. No, of course not. It's vexing, v«ry vexing, 
but situated as I am, it's out of the question. Had I been 
free, the post is a good one in a monetary sense, but it 
would be impossible to leave Helen, and so 

Addis, {sees Helen) Take care. Doctor, or you will 
lose your queen. Ah, Helen I 

Doctor. Helen f When did you come in? 

Helen.' Just this moment. Dad. (moves doion to back 
of table, comes forward) 

Doctor. Ah! not dressed? 
• Helen. Dressed? Why dressed? 
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Doctor. This party 

Helen. Oh, I'm not going, {goes B. to seat, opens 
took) 

Doctor. Why not? 

Helen. The fact of my not having Deen asked may have 
something to do with it, but in any case, I don't care for 
parties. I'm happier at home, (sits wearily) 

Doctor, [aside to Addis) There! What did I say! 
Quite happy and contented, you see. 

Addis. Yes, I see. 

Doctor. After all, Nell, I Tather agree with you. I'm 
not fond of parties, especially late Christmas ones. The 
gaiety is forced like the fruit, in fact everything, even 
the welcome, seems warmed up for the occasion. By the bye, 
Helen, I heard a piece of news to-day. Denzil> you re- 
member Denzil? 

Helen. Yes. 

Doctor. I've seen nothing of him since that painful 
business four months ago. 

Helen. No. 

Doctor. Well, now I understand he's going abroad, for- 
ever this time, no doubt, poor fellow ! There's no" sight in 
this world so sad as a wasted life, is there? 

Helen. No. {pause, then knock at door) 

Doctor. Come in ! ( enter Scollick r. and moves c, then 
down to table) Well,* what is it? You went down to the 
infirmary ? 

ScoL. Yes, sir. 

Doctor. Was Mr. Stanley there? 

ScoL. Yes, sir. [crossing L.) 

Doctor. Did he send any message? 

ScoL. He gave me this letter, as he said was important. 
[hands letter) 

Doctor, [putting on pince-nez) Ah, well, let me see, 
let me see. [reads) " Due from Daniel Scollick to Joseph 
Evans, landlord of the Mermaid Tavern, the sum of six- 
teen shillings and four." (Helen rises and moves c. an^ 
goes up stage to Scollick) 

ScoL. 'Old 'ard, 'old 'ard, there's a trifling herror. 'Ere's 
your note, Doctor, [hands it and takes other) This is 
only a little private matter, [moves C, then up to window) 

Doctor. I should have said it was a little "public" 
matter. Well, now, let's see ! Tut ! tut ! vexing to be sure. 
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just when I was looking forward to a quiet evening. My 
dear, I shall have to go down to the infirmary, {rises) 

Helen. But it's freezing hard. Must you go. Dad? 

Doctor. Yes, I'm afraid I must. 

Helen. Then Fll.get you your coat, {exit l.) 

Doctor. Stanley wants me. Some fresh arrivals in the 
accident ward. 

Addis. Ah, Doctor ! Then I'm afraid our game's knocked 
on the head. 

Doctor. Yes, I'm afraid so, too. {to Scollick) What is 
the night like? 

ScoL. Slippy. (Addis ^uts chessmen away and sits L. 
of table) 

Doctor. Ah, that may account for the accidents. 
( Helen enters l., carrying coat ) You've got your lantern, 
I suppose ? ( Scollick nods. Helen helps Doctor on with 
coat ) 

Maud, {heard calling outside) Nell! Nell! 

Enter Maud r. and moves c. 

Maud. Helen, such a bother! I've burst my glove. 
Hulloa, Dad, going out? Ah, don't. I'm only to be looked 
at. 

Doctor. Oh, indeed! You'd better remind Bamfield of 
that. 

Maud. Adolphus will have to ride on the box, of course. 
What sort of a night is it? 

Scol. (c. advancing) Slippy. 

Maud, (r.) Stand away, Scollick! You're all over 
snow or frost or something. (Scollick crosses to R. door) 

Doctor. Well, good-night, my dear. I must be, going. 
Hope you'll have a good time. ( to Maud ) Helen, you might 
copy out that letter I'm sending to the British Medical, (c.) 

Helen. Very well, Dad. 

Doctor. Good-night, George, (c. to Maud) I mustn't 
touch you, I suppose? {bus.; moves to door. To Scollick 
who has whispered to him) Eh? What? Certainly not! 
You drank my health twice last week, you're always doing 
it, you make my life seem one long birthday. Go on. 
{exit Scollick and Doctor following Scollick) 

Helen, (l. c, to Maud, moving c.) Now, dear, shall 
I mend your glove? (Addis takes chessboard ttp) 
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Maud. (r. c.) It won't be any good. It's sure to give 
way again. 

Helen. Will you have mine? I have a pair that would 
match your dress, the ones George brought me, I mean. 

Maud. What, your beauties! That is sweet of you. 
Well, I won't say no, because it would De a pity to spoil 
the ship for a ha'porth of tar. You don't mind? 

Helen, {quietly) Oh, no. I don't mind. I'll fetch 
them, {exit l.) 

Maud, {above table) Well, George, how do you like my 
dress ? 

Addis. It's very pretty, I think. Who made it? 

Maud. Helen, she makes all my dresses. 

Addis, {in chair l.) That must involve a great deal of 
labour. 

Maud. Oh, well, I'm a very easy figure to fit, you know, 
and Helen loves dressmaking, {putting flowers in breast) 

Addis. Does she? And the bouquet, where did that 
come from? 

Maud. Adolphus. 

Addis. Adolphus. 

Maud, {who has gone to mantelpiece, to Addis) I 
wonder if I ought to have a fiower in my hair. What do 
you think, candidly? 

Addis. Candidly, I like it as it is. Who dressed it? 

Maud. Helen. 8he loves dressing hair, so I always let 
her dress mine. 

Addis. That's very kind of you. 

Maud. Yes, isn't it ? So you think I look nice ? ( moves 
c. and turns) 

Addis. My opinion doesn't matter. 1 suppose you're 
satisfied ? 

Maud, (c.) But I want to know. 

Addis. Well, then, frankly, I should think you more at- 
tractive if you were less inconsiderate. 

Maud. Inconsiderate! What do you mean? {moves in 
front of chair R. of table) To whom am I inconsiderate? 

Addis. To Helen. I have seen her trying, to promote 
your pleasures, and they are many, often at the cost of her 
own, and they are few. 

Maud. Has she complained? 

Addis. Helen never complains, but I know the truth of 
what I say. 
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Maud. Oh ! of course. I'm always wrong. . I wonder 
you've the heart to pitch into me in this way? Didn't 
you notice how cheerfully she offered those gloves? It's 
all rubbish ! The fact is, I'm always being abused all round. 
{across table) I'm sure to hear you, I might be Home 
Secretary, almost. Adolphus doesn't pitch in, but then he 
daren't, so it don't count. 

Enter Helen l., carrying gloves, moves R. c. 

Helen, (r. c.) Here chey are, Maudie. {give^ them) 

Maud. (l. c.) Oh, thank you, Helen, you are a brick! 
(kisses her) 

Helen. Ah! Mind your hair! Remember I arranged 
it, so pardon the sensitiveness of the artist. 

Maud. Nell, you didn't mind the bother bf my hair, did 
you? {looking at Addis) 

Helen. Of course not. 

Maud. Or my dress, did you? 

Helen. Of course not. 

Maud. And you don't mind being left alone to-night? 

Addis. As usual. 

Maud, {crosses to George, looking at him) You be 
quiet! {to Helen) Answer. 

Helen. No, dear. I don't care to go out. I have some 
writing to do. {crosses to bureau) I'm quite happy. 
{sits at bureau) 

Maud, {moves to table, to Addis, aside) There! Now 
I hope you're satisfied, and sorry. 

Addis. I am satisfied and sorry, but not perhaps quite in 
the sense you mean. 

Enter Bamfield r., moves R. c, going towards Maud. 

Maud, {moves up l. c.) Oh! there you are at last! 
No, don't touch me, I'm a walking pincushion, {moves 
hack) 

Bam. All right, {getting gloves out of pocket) I'll 
wait till, I've put my gloves on. How are you, Helen? 
{shaking hands with her) Ah George, you look fit to- 
night, lucky beggar, you haven't got to go to a party. 

Maud, {sitting R. of table) Well, Adolphus, I'm sure 
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your aunt is awfully kind, especially to young people. I 
never saw any one play gooseberry better. 

Bam. {putting on gloves) Gooseberry! Yes. I wish 
her principles didn't extend to the champagne, {both put' 
ting gloves on) I shall be a wreck to-morrow. Are you 
ready, old lady? 

Maud. Did you hire the brougham from the Dolphin T 

Bam. No. I tried, but the Clevelands have got it. 

Maud. What? Well, then, perhaps you'll tell me how 
we are to get there? 

Bam. I didn't quite see what to do, so I fell back on old 
Craddock. 

Bam. Needs must, you know, when the devil drives. 

Maud. You don't mean to say you've "brought old Crad- 
dock 's cab? 

Maud. Yes, but it isn't the de — , it's old Craddock who 
drives, and he's never sober. 

Bam. He has iixed principles as to Christmas coming 
but once a year still this is Twelfth Night, so the senti- 
ment may have worn itself out a little. Anyhow, I'll ride 
on the box and hold the reins whenever we turn a corner, 
and if he should lurch over into the darkness, we shall 
still have the cab. Come along! {moves up c. toward door) 

Maud, (rises) Oh, well, I suppose we must chance it. 
Where's my wrap ? 

Helen. Here, dear. (Bamfield takes it from hack of 
chair and assists Maud. Then up to porch and looks out) 

Maud. Thanks, Nell. Oh, Nell dear, do have a few 
sandwiches cut for me. (Helen gives flowers to Maud) 
It's a blessing to feel independent of the Mayonnaise. (<o 
George) Good-night, old cross-patch! Sleep well, and 
wake up a little better tempered in the morning! {shakes 
hands. To Bamfield) Where's my fan? 

Bam. Eh? 

Maud, (c.) My fan. It was being mended. I told 
you to call for it. 

Bam. Funny thing you should mention that. 

Maud. Why? 

Bam. Because I've had a sort of feeling all day that 
I'd forgotten something. 

Maud. Come along! {at door) Sure you've got your 
head? {both exeunt R.) • •• * 

Addis. Helen, you're fretting. 
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Helen. ( leemhikg <wer» him) Wiuit makm ^ou thix^k so ? 
j*4il#i]B. J |E«ffw U. V«u xfixneniher pur jeompact. Tell 

z^Mi^B^' >;^«^( yp^t , I.-d|«r«^y. ^But I wonder yxxu .care 

you tolerant of wrong. JbexinciB^ »o4 M^e iietes. I'm o^t 
of tune tjMlIf h^ XxCiCKi^, ^tttrolliuie. (isi^t ^n^fitocj^) 

lAmm^f W^s^eg yqaA MfLj.vnU 9^^ tome. 

^BWJBK. ilfiOMifiig on^iaAlfi) Te U ne, BometlMi^. Whaf 

)iH«KN^ Q#«t)i9 veceivei^ aosvia pffer^pl Ahat Jdi^d? 

Helek. vi^U 4|pa(M^e}i it^ Y^ve, i)wn n^ j^x^ tM^g ^ 
him to have accepted it? 

lAopiis. I -^ufifipse it wou^. In «oi«ie r&^f^Sf.hi^ of 
ei»iHt8eTit/^«8i«|i<i&f «y^rij^estiQm. 

Addis. Why? Because he — couldn't leave you, Hci 
didn't wish you to know of it even^ yxm. uod^Mand. 
^Helen. {memng fit>fir^\ftre) . Qh,> j^s. I.iindar.0iMtd. 
Addis. Helen! You heard what your fath^,t8ai4.ft|)9ut 

Helen. Yep* ^ I<ii^rd. 

At»a»» >lia^ ibm^ mmT,^a»m him!»inQp..tiutt.dayT 
.MHjgftEV, ?3Jo. 
' Addis. Nor heard from him? 

Helen. No. {aits on 1wB»QckY 
' Jmmi* ^he HooliWP^Maud— 00 .«»e crer- knew? 

Obuuk. V^ymrkmtTowmlt I i^hAuldn't .Uke io d;lM]»]ii 
tteti«iyMO»e «)»uidieiter kiAO¥^>^u4i^3^v^ 

^Jlm»a. niere Is >pm& i^ifftg' I1 h«iTe. wanted !» jbell yout 
That — ^that woman — ^his wife 

Helen. Yes. 

>Aad(S. Wbfia isj^ Mt thM t n^^lM>rhood, I had her 
traced. BliA is m Xxmdgp^ hut ;thi« fact:ia^ Lhelievte^ osiljr 
known to me. I had a fear she might possibly returB here 
i^od n^mf^ t9 mmojr you, yTo^^prfinwott that. I acni^iged 
ttot ft wBN«ln «i|m, «r jpore imB^ deiMr,. should be paid> to 
h» on ik» coBditian' of her neirer aettUig fi»pt in ihU^ 
ylHaee n^ain. 

Helen. Ah, Qeorg^yhow g^od you ar$i to »el How 
fhaii I ever repajr you?. 
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Addis. By telling me you are not unhappy. 

Helen. Unhappy. I wonder if I am unhappy? I don't 
think, I know. Everything seems dreary and hopeless 
somehow. I feel sometimes as if it would be easier to be 
happy. If one hadn't always to seem happy^ it's so hard 
to remember that one ought to forget. 

Addis. But forgetfulness must come — ^in time. 

Helen. If I could only feel of some use in the world 
to some one, to 'Dad, for instance. This appointment, 
George, that has been offered to him, must that be 
lost because of me? Poor Dad! after toiling all these years 
against fortune, almost against hope, and now, the chance 
comes at last, only to be lost because of me, but that shan't 
lie! I'll go away, (crosses to c, in front of table) 

Addis. Go away? 

Helen. But where? There is only one being in the 
world that loves me, but he is leaving England to-morrow 
forever. I may never see his face again! Xes, I must go! 
{moving B.) * , ^ • 

Geoboe. You must go? ik*\ 

Helen. It is my duty. (sitfingY ^^l^,^^ . ' ^ 

Addis. No! •^^"h^ «.^.^i#% 

Helen. But it is, it is ! Oh, George, can't you show me- 
the right thing to do? Can't you help me! 

Addis. Perhaps. There is one way, but I can't tell you. 
— I can't tell you. I — dare not. (rising, crosses c, in 
front of table) 

Helen. You must! (rising) > 

Addis, (l. c.) I must! Well, then, listen! but turn 

your face away. What I am going to tell you may part us 

forever. If it should be so, well^ the last words you speak 

to me on this side of the grave shall not be the utterance 

of a lie. . . 

Helen, (b. c.) A lie? / 

Addis. Yes. You say there is but one being who loves 

you. That is a lie! I love you. I have loved you all 

my life. 

Helen. Ah! (hides her face) No, no! (in seat b.) 

Addis, (follows and kneels to her) Yes, Uelto, 1, the 

poor cripple, the scorned alike of Qod and man, I have 

loved you silently, hopelessly, for if in madness I ever dared 

for one brief moment to forget, my shadow on the wall 

soon taught me to remember. ... «. 
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Helei^. George! 
, Addis. Bear with me. It may be for the last time!' 
When I saw your love was given to another, I made no sign, 
you never guessed, you never knew. In time I think I- 
could have been content, happy almost in the knowledge of 
yotir happiness; but that was not to be. A shadow darkened 
the sunlight of your life. Had there been a hope of that 
shadow fading I would have been silent to the end. As 
you know, dear, I am no longer poor. I— can take you 
away. You speak of your duty to your father; that duty 
you can fulfil with a heavy sacrifice, but listen, it can- 
not be for long. I am a dying man. If your answer could 
be yes it cannot be for long. Fate will soon — set you free* 
{rises, turns face away) 

Helen, {pause) €^rge, forgive me. I — ^I never knew, 
dear. I never knew. I wish I had, because it is so sweet to 
a woman to be loved, even if she can make no fit return. 
• Addis. No fit return! I see, I know, I — ^understand. 
[(goes to c. a little) 

Helen. I don't think you do. I have always loved you 
*— always — ^not — not in the way you mean, but — I have loved 
you. You have always been so gentle with me — gentlest 
when the world was hardest. Poor Greorge, would it make 
you happy if I said yes? 

Addis. Happy! {turns to her) 

Helen. Wait, dear. I must think — ^think for you — ^if 
you don't mind, I'll leave you for a little while. It is 
all so — so Btrange to me, but — I'll come back, {going b.) 

Addis. Say one word. Tell me that I have not made 
you more unhappy. 

Helen, (up b.) No woman is unhappy in gaining the 
knowledge that she is loved. I'll— come back, I'll come 
back, {exit B. u. e.) 

Addis, {looking after her) Ah! it's not true, it 
can't be. I shall wake to find I have been dreaming. Can 
it be that — I dared at last to speak and she listened* 
listened and did not turn from me in loathing. Ah, no, 
it's a dream, a dream. I must think, {sits at table, 
sees letter) I'll write to her, I'll write. What is this? 
The letter the Doctor brought me — from London, {opens it 
abruptly), I don't know the writing — from Richard Lang-" 
ley — the name is strange also, {holds it to lamp) "Sir, 
I was called in to a patient, whose name appears to b^ 



Janet Felton " — Janet Felton! — ^"Low fevf»jr,.{KSPI wiipU.<>e 

W(m(i'W^y»i)m8t the 4v^ twa^orai^." . iUi^t " Xwr 
l«MiJted.imB>ito'f44rv8 tf»iitic«w TOW»cftlim .tQ y9»^ Vrnwi^ 

-rnUt !|^ |M^js,ir^|^y. A|ie Jicj^, A« liCill Q»il9 l^a^k.AAJl 
t)Mi^-^Jt^« iUU neeA ivue m.lfi^gf^T^ I fl]b#ll MM? c^t. ol lUBT 

Imn^ ];;wimi )VMrn«4fe fte|^#<4^ I^IWI in« WW9^ tfelW i^ f^o^'^ 
and in time she might have loved AO^^It jw^i . Wbnoi I 

trtlw*(Bi«w»|iw. J tsWi bier^wV— W^ sAftuW I tell, tor? 

a|«*i»i Wv/WejpiefB4«y4>r fcnfi^ t)^e tT«^.*o.gn^#hall! vAii! 
coward! coward! She loves him! Woul<^ ^Q^idgxp, t^ otftOil 
l||«tF^(4i? : 9f^,J9^}^ it* viAp.C!WW^r|iftrt i^ a iQ^l^pd 
9P44^K«M«d^JUWll ^am l^^^.lwa WdyPU 8to»cli)^9^n.^ 

S»i;«ii|i9^inr.;R|}l Jis^Pm l.lirt it» I fcppw ilif.OT4ihP9TrI wiU 
tell her, and she will be happy. IJ)^. MCiU l>9 ^H^f^ 'Aod 
I, oh, God help me! y^r i^s biix^ W ^Iworfer iHyftft T 

Helen, (in c^air b. of taMe) George! 

Mm^^^ ^JQ.) I ll«er§: wme.few* to— tih-|«> teU JpH ^ 

Addis. I know, dear — ^to tell me th{it , it. paunch )i»^. C^^'l* 

J$EU^^ X.]iw.vfi .fiftDBft i)Mk,Jtft tell ^1^ tk»% I.hayf> feriwi 

tt#t Jf havfi,c«pM»4 it, Mefffgf^ I «iU JBWf y ypjlii, if. ^9^ 

4^«J. < J(#*t«i i» jfiiwir. B. of 15^, ^{i?} ,IJo, »9,.itel^! 
you4pn't tepw. f^t^iLt/^pu ^a^. JTpH'jre JW)t— ypu <»A't, to 

Mm^v^fif ¥es^ 4^a,r/'I P-m. <(^?l«€te^o *i«i) ,Tt\A tni« 
IMidJlt ,r4^tw» A>r. *upji.ittye,j»8 ygurp J c»|»npt'|giv9, feu* 



when I rememiA^«!^yobir ^(MMl^Ml id^fmm^a I Mr*tlf4re 
may be room in my heart for MSMtt^ Ibvi^^-^ higMir Mnd 
better one. That love I ca*^r|r||F« fm i&nJ'ipMr maf tiH^i it 

Addis, {about to kiaa her, then- fm9em»0t^i^)t M^ 



AflbMir^ {ik ffttmi-of^nam&i^ Ibu aivtf ssNl; kmciy, dem< 
Mter I^MH^ titfStetf Hrfs '^tflffiMie fmn<y<M»^y»tif ref«lt^ 

AoMH.viaw^ «a»ry<6tt>tel» W1IH««$ dn^^'Wiat-'thoiigfMNt 
iiil^^fi«»^4»%nlf ^iWfii tK# i^i^toi: ^tm^l^t Hlip(Ai» le^yoii 
may be selfish, treacherous, vile, how can y<MI'tellf ' 

Helen. (George deat^'fcfiff*^ 4f6^t^^'mi ITou'K gty And 
rest. {move8 up c. to chair, taking ^Mi'iirm}» ' 

AdMR {VmitmffchfA^f Yes^ rit gd> {gf&hig ^.afdge, 
iim9 Uvh/rm m^) AMi^ylMMi^l durlr^i nA«Hhle1l li«i», I 
iMIti («M)^)l9i|$('«dt^'iro'lter| M)l^ M^^ fr^m A^ poefedt 

^m^^ft9' to mhj » H«ieii r- 

miumi' (MUegBM)' Aft>' Geayg^r l '^o«glE» ymi «were 
gone. You have not kissed me as you alitnys dio^ 

i!MI%.' Wa, I ■ hAvo ne«> fcttsed"^ ydtt ia(# '1 al#«y«l do. 
(A;t««e9 her on forehead) €k>od-night. 

Helen. What is that letter? 

M^m t^t»im§V AK^hlftfl: {r^fOtSc^a it) Y<fU are 

Hltti^."- Qtttte "fiA^py. ' 

Addis. ( ^oi^)- Qlifte halft]pKr. (.f»MM»tfi^ 4lpf t6 dow E.) 
Qed' IMI^ u# b^t)l,<-I >crfn'l tM Url (e^ L.) 

Ki^USif:- {fimffig^ <md emfiUPng tcf fabie:' Ahw^e tablet 
^mh^^ppff Wkf sK^u^ I nd^'bet N^/I woil'i thhflt. 
I will forget, {behind table) I had soil»«>''vhpitifag'; to 
lliMlh fo^ ©ftS, fetft--I^ ia«Pt 4d It. Mf ^efy ljrt,in ismm«r on 
iNT.' 7111$' lynbta^'is e^iftAlj;. {gmif ^f^ winOim, 4fp4n4ii) 
A^fl&ifr ilW«ierfiMcr^'ioOl>tlM:«ti# f e^^i IMW pifetl^ thti ap^ltf- 
tif%^ l<!^>in'tH<r Mfofii^t}^^ <xpm^ ^tb^-'fHist 'Wintep^ 
\j^imfM^ ^r€MrM W tmO^ ' a*) H^tfM' H(iw^< long^* it 
[^««Hm iMl^'f Itfir'hMv {mtv^" Biiic#I ll«0i€ hi» Vdi<fe 
M^tt^^Ag",^! tm'imr mi^%f^«i 1 m<iitn%; relKKHliMr, it 
is my duty to forget. . ; 
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' DfcNZiL.' (appearing at window) HelenT 

Helen. Who ii there? 
: Dbnzil. Mark! {moving c) r 

Helen, {rising, r. of table) Mark! Ah, no^ no!- Why 
have you eome back? 

. Dbnzil. (o.) I am here because I am mad. I have 
no right to cross your path again epccept the one despair 
gives me. I shall soon be gone out of your life, fbnd stall 
trouble you no more. For several nights I haye stood 
by the gate yonder and watched hour after hour ow the 
chance of seeing your shadow pass in the firelight. To- 
night you came to. the window/ you were pale and sad. 
If you had seemed happy I think I could haye gone away 
forever, as I must to-morrow, without a word, but you 
looked sorrowful and I am here. Can you forgive me? 

Helen. Yes. 

Denzil. I suppose you hate me. 

Helen. No. {sits) - . - ^ • - 

Denzil. (c.) It would be small wonder if you did. 
When I asked you if I might hope, I believed, I thought^ 
I was free. But the chain I forged in my youth is still 
unbroken. I must wear it to the end. Helen! I swear i 
never dreamed of wronging you even in thought. You — 
you believe me? . , 

. Helen. I.haye never doubted, but it was cruel to come 
back. 

Denzil. (c.) Cruel? 
' Helen. Yes. I was trying so hard to forget, and now — 
ah ! think what it means — ^you are going away. I may have 
years of life before me. I shall never see your face again ! 
Think what that means. Oh, it was cruel! 

Denzil. Was it?. Perhaps; I came back selfishly, 1 
admit, but only to see you once again, to carry away with 
me the faint echo of your voice, the sole music of my fu- 
ture loneliness. 

Helen, (l. o. rises) Must it be? Qh, love! I have 
waited for you, longed for you, and at last you come back, 
but only to say good-bye. I listened to you in a dream— 
a dream of joy to have you near me once again, to see 
your face, to know that by stretching out my arms I could 
hold you to me as I do now. Oh! why did you come back? 
: I>ENZiL. (B, €..). . I Came back^ because^-bfocause X love 
you. ~-""'^ /• ^ •• V* / 
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Helen. Oh^ Mark, hush! There is ra double reason liow 
why you must be silent. For pity's sake remember that 
I am only fi. woman. *. , . 

DenzHi. ..Yes, loi^ve me. You are right! I «u|^t to 
be silent, but remember I am only a map. (pause) Qod 
bless you, dear. Good-bye, good-bye! {taking her hand) 

DOCTOR; (heard outside) Helen! 
. Helen... t Ah4 It's ,. pay . father returned 1 You will ' see 
him before you go? 

Denzil; If. you wish it. 

JEnter Doctqb B.. Hitoving f!..,, Helen moves to fire and sits. 

-' !bo€t6B. Well,' my deaf, I've got back. Denzil! 

Denzil. (b. c.) Yes, Latimer. I came to say good-bye. 
I leave England to-morrow. (Helen sits in chair L. of 
table) 

iKkJTOB. (L. c.) And so you came to see the last of us? 
-Eh ! well ! Maud and Bamfield will be here in a minute. 
I gather their party has not proved altogether a success. 
'{it wasn't fny fault, outside) Ah! here they are! 

Maud. Don't talk to me. 

^<nfer Maud on^ Bamfield b.^ Oo doum c, Maud sits. 
Bamfield behind her. 

• Bam. The Clevelands had hired it a week ago. 

Maud. Oh, don't talk to me! (warn orchestra) 

Doctob. What sort of evening? 

Maud. - {seating herself B.) Oh, a very pleasant even- 
ing! 

Doctob. What sort of party? 
! Maud. Party! We never got there. 

Doctob. (c.) Never got there? (standing side of 
seat) 

Maud. No. We've been driving about the neighbor^ 
ing country all night. Our progress was slow because 
Craddock ' would stop at all the public houses to ask his 
way, he said. 

Bam. (side of bureau) They are his only landmarks^ 
J^AMFIELD movjes round table n. of her) 

Maud. I don't suppose we ever stood a chance of get- 
'ting there, but if We had, . Adol(>hus ciixtinguished it by 
suddenly remembering a short cut. After that J took the 



ftittt§^,ftgttrgi9P^ %p^fiittg; arid litiitstM bwcbnrhljgr tftAck, 
Doctor. Never mind — fortune of wAlf*? YAu'dcAt^ fe^i6rfr 

^^fer Addis> jl/ advanees^ aee8 Demil. 

AM». 1^. fl)!lltt»!- mMi {1i?HhhdM8hh'haild,'€foin€8 
B. of <a5Ie) 

Dbnzil. {coming down to MiitW) Ah,' Mf. Addis. 
There's a pleasant sadness in the thought that for a brief 
MmmmC tM tAd*\Mim h«;s-totaeh^ek^&^in; atrd that 1 cdi 
carry awayii^th m:) the cheerful glow of this home Hfe. 
{moves uf. to Tiocio%) 

Ifujtf. Irbii aiN) gpliigrawa;^^ then? 

l&NZtt.. iTes. (yoetf i«p and taZJIi;^ to Doct<%) 

Hblbn.< (in froni of table l.^ o^^le to Addis in fraw^ of 
ioiZe) You see he oAly came t» say. grood-t>yev (mwattf. 
iSf^W qrcheatira) 

Adbis. (mointo j^ /rxm^ of table to BxbAv, aside) Uelen, 
you love htm ' still— if—lie— were free I 

Helen. You know that cannot be. 

Addis. < ( Ik o. ) Bu%^ if— he weve^^ , ( Hbubn turns €tsap) 
1— understand. {Uims* t^ DmNZOn Helen hides her faoe) 
Mr. Denzil! (DeNzil moves down c.) Will you answer 
me one <jiMitie»r Is yolvrdej^lMliut^'^te^MKIb^ttli^ o#'li*old 
sorrow thttl^ faite ^iM^ned youir lil^ fo^ mAnf 'yea#^? 

Denzil. (b. c.) Ydiv gmmi f^WVtyi 
. A»Dl0^ ( t. o. ) It y<W ktii0# iSkiks Ivt laiMr tlfe* chrtltt^was 
broken — and you were free, you would stay with those 'WH^ 
love you. (Helen rais^h^ kea^f VM^iYiBi^ fr^(«dom 
I can give you. The *w«na» wh#*bo#tf yod«r n^tfie-^is d*ad. 

DttfiUL.^ B9adi 

Addis. Dead. There is the proof of what I say. {gHfei 
^b^UHmr Id DtnvBtft, wfkfr^idar'H (fi^WteaU)' 

HwfcNv Ge«r|^I (wMtf, ln/Vont'dffa&to) 

AiMs^ {sMMiyi BmYs^^^eiifil Hi» #ail^tftwr>e>l^fcf»< e!»M. 
Helen, you will let your brother love you siiUf (H«Mifr 

Denzil. (b. c,J . It is Mtp»y' tiNie^> Ml».' Addli^ l—^-*. 
lh0Ph im$M8 <hd9^y 
AfltoBi^i {h4^e.)] AAI lAr. DcfeUft; I osli UBkV fO^ 
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Benzil. But I must still say — ^good-bye. 

Addis. For a little while, but you will come back 

{with his hand on Helen's shoulder) to those who lova 
you?. 

Denzil. Yes, I- will come back to those who love me. 



Addis, {to Helen) Take courage, Helen, sister, let me 
see you smile. The sun is shining, the shadow has passed 
away, {he is seated in chair, Helen kneeling) 

CURTAIN. 



{Fftticb''t SUtidard Drami CoftUnugd _from id pagea/Covtr.} 



rL»»v# Mad 






XXAV. 



VOL, XLVU. 
.' >>r«r Tifi Lata lo M*fwl 



M^fjJi 



VOL. XLV, 



reftiiiL 


, 


Lh ilhii 


, . nU 


- XLtlL 


VuL. JtLVL 


S*vi]jf 


»«] LAiri;an 


M^h 


'ifti' Li!- llh 


it- Im . It^..^^-.... 


:-■ T-'-l- "-TllumH 




^.V,T.fU 



M*^ Pivvtilop 



\36li Udj CNLtiBArlliiy 






;ii-j S.|m-..1 

;3M'J tUlUir 

VOL. )CLtX. 
X«4 ^c-bl Glut. 
^i Diuilel DniEa 

^1A1 TW^C E144M1 

.Iflfl Tb* B-jJii 
Court*hrp 



VOL, t* 
^!>^ Kiii||Eik|C«4 

VOt.. :,L 



^ii;i1m 



riLik 



MR 

4<tT VlVr 

VOL. Lit 

4 at I'mMTt* 
-. Pkv 

41S MidnlKht ChaHyim 

4115DawbaJ[ 

Oaf KiiKimiM* 
•I I A Mlrrkd Fbr Mooey 



I FRENCH'S INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHTED EDITK 
OF THE WORKS OF THE BEST AUTHORS. 

The fsallowtng vety successful piKyg hive juit been Issuitd At 2$ cent» per copy. 



I A F/ 131 OF SPKCTTACLai^, €flm..l^ \r 1 Airt 



V 



/In 






THE SALXiOOK^ F"»n:»iM.| «frmidjr t»r t Avi» Iji 

MTS5 CLEOf ATRA. Fin-^ In t KtU bj Av 

iji I B L * V . 1 u I nJ ft, i Jfi u sin. btrirftem. 
SIX FEE SONS. rnT.^aj AtiL bjr L Z^irsir 

FAS mo N A e 1 E INT SI I.£0 SK^ B. Cotil 
*lt« In J Acl ity ViMcv FnffPAij,. 1 m)U«|, 1 fai 

bA.4ilkD<,:it THiIH*,*, natb'ir of ^'CllATby'i 

fi maJi, V f«mfrl» vLKTiclao. 



Contents of Cataloime which Is sent Free. 






[ L»r «'••«« tot lUtl* ClbuwirUTit 



.rflillHfll 



tmn MxTSixr^lfn 



'linen t. 
I.iyi 



i\**. 

. .^ijil Minor DinU44* 

- 1 

t Smnfli, Tn-f Arnfil ( (tti 



Ipi'Iti^^i Hay* 
Mtka-Ub Bank 

M>^. JiFi«y^i Wax in^^rkA 



Nl|EIr«r'Ju)t-i('* mud SIluuh 



tSpuNet-y 

Seriiniiriii -.1,1 rni* 

•<ll«ri|«v'* Dwirlt 
"Snlrn Gttin 

Thi-i 



r rcit AiLLiLt^in 



{Frmify*^ Mimr DtnnnA Cantiuutt J'tiom 4tf> pit^i ^f Cunfft^y 



■*• T*H 0«>t 






fit S*»ni.-n 
;i'iii i 11.U i'.-^i^ 



^"'17. \r.lV 



I 



SAMUEL FRENCH, 26 West 22d St., New York Ctt.v . 



FRENCH'S STANDARD DRAUil 


t*rkm 19 Cnit» Mc|i*-l»omut %'i>|usn« SI, 


^^^1 


V'H. I, 


'■■■'- ^i*!^ jii^ 


¥^^^^1 


1 t^rf, 


i'« I'lUrfii JU^e ff^^^^^H 


f r>kt^ 


4l^^^^^H 


I Hi* 1 "i.'r ■"! < vnfn 


-..^^^^^^^H 


I . 


•4 rii. i< .;<!<. K . '^« ut^^^^^^l 




-«& rii> fttvEbi e]6iMi 


^4 A ^li^^^^^H 


* Ml 


14 r^ru4lh»li r\ii>M*o« 


A* uBI^^^^H 


<■ ■' .'wwid*! 


11 Kl^I* Hi.^ .*K., .T 
VOL, Xtl. 


d VV linaBI^^^^I 


ft ii'.-U^)- 


'J^^H 


VPU. Jl. 


^^^^1 


f Th* Htif#inf*r 


« T«r""-* 


4^^| 


U< 1 .-.^.t.M_. ^h^t^l>^^Ml 


yi>2^kir4Ckrt 1h )(^4l« .• r. 


X. .um^^^^^^l 


IJ ' 


fij Twfl Frtrhdl .,1* 


iai Wkhi^^^^^H 


Iv 


t^ J«4» Hljinn* 


fAtf'I^^^^H 




• ill ^Inr j,'«.i KriSr,?!.. . rrl 


':'&:! ^ii^fqJI^^^H 




M "» • ' li..'.il(.M» 1 .4 Hi ■ 




|i r.nftu 


[>(i. null,. 


^^^H 


11 Tt,^ l-'tH.r i.>tutj>wui 


SIT S,..l.rrr", l--.iil,l,*f 


juJoJ^I 


19 Ji»lld*l 


tt^ l»>..fis|rtfi4 


jjfl^^^^^^H 


IWU»»rln 11 


4» hUrc^»}i«rln 


"■M^^^^^^l 




hijri/fiman'k JNot»biiii4 


i^^^^^^^^l 


VI nuTFti 


U'l tMrdUltfMlllL* 


.^^^^^^^^H 


S^Thti LnirtillaH 


WJ CtvlIlMtliMi 


' '^^^^^^^^^1 


, ^!M<Hh*1ln 


hii thf Tli^lbm 




3i !, -1 - - ^'-- PJ^nUwfi 


104 K • ■ - r*tnrtifc4'- 


VUL. JtXlV. 


^^^H 


'.•■■• ■ 


lUh^. 


k«<a Til* Vi..t4iii* 


> fl^^i 


■ V- MinuMi 


H4n '■: it A** 


. .-iii*^^^! 


V'- v...-< 


an i>:jt,wt.'.i.; [iMtmu* 


{•$1 TUmnku^m mtltt hlikiri*^ 


^tvj^^i^^H 


' 'J-- 


ti^ei HkN I1« k*r <»r ParU 


ktm lirt|Hi44 


i^ CmI^^^^^M 


1 Y. • fVnnmm 




IBH PtK-r i.f N»w Tiirl 


si^^^^^^M 


JU ■ , ■ .'■•■if* 


1 1 1 TUrvM 


Ighi Arul^ru.- U^lM-U 


ylOMi^^^^^l 


M Tb^ Hl''!.Lt 


m ItAVDkCfut AFKl AEU>* 


rti fit^^^^^H 


1 AV F»rlwtl«|i 


MiUr.rur<1« X*i3« 


!.*« ti»fl'l.W» f'AI* 


fTv t]i«i^^^^^H 


1 VOL, V. p*bu 


VOL. JQV. 


V«>L. 3DiV» 




' s:i * N*w W»y irt P*)' ulij 


1 1f IMaM Af 1) !■ ' " ' ' "-'- -.1 S*m 


i7HUfJ^^^^M 


JM L....k li«rv,ft Vftu Ui*p 


1|iJD«tiifk^ 1.. 


$^4l£il^^^^H 


1 «.V K I.I It J^rhlk 


ll£.^evi.uCI*r1li .i.kJuK 


^^U«i^^^^H 


lib N^-v \Uu 


hn tsmrii.- ..r r ii"*' :-..ti. 


^itl^^^^^H 


■P [ ' iT.lM 


in r. 




^^■b ; .rril^K 


ti^ 


.li^^^l 


■ ' ' VOL, VI. 






1 , 4.1 '■■ ^ "■ 


JV;i 4'-rr,-.,l..r , ,' t'. r, - || 


^a FlM^^^^H 


■ ^1 ' virtb 


14!- 


•i^ ttu^^^^^H 


^H 


iir? 1 


Ifrli^^^^^l 


■ 4» ! . NkKhl 


i'Mi !■ Uf«nt1ywln« 


j^ A ^^^^H 


H 41 Ir..., ir.ra irAULiKlv 
■1 4)1 r»lal llMTt NflfW %^ MN 

B vol:, Vli. 


VOL, AVIL Vul*. XXV M, 


•at cir^^^^^H 


^^►•m- ;.i..rint 

tfij I' . ^ , > ,,.K .'IHr U..I.I>lA.in 


fitKlt^^^^H 




>ii JUil^^^^H 


H UTIi* l>uiiiinft 

■ U Much A db AlWQt Noib br 

H vnr.. V[]^ 


L'!E| iMi-K. ,,/'iii,. 1^3* at 
iM£.|\4i1lu« [KlUvaiT 

VOL. XV rM. 


■♦.1!. AA^Jki. 

^l! In<:<>c<>.t>i»t 




H i» anmt 


]4u "j 




■ |»i Sd^J.t>..>». Jb €<3 


1419 ! 


^^^H 


■ 11 MrT.U.,|.rrV^4lllH 


]4p i 


"i^^l 


H 4U Hjd IjMnJjtJh VoLltif IfMFta 


]Ll L, ._. .. . .:i . _- 


ii^iisi^l 


■ l U1%n» IVuki 4n«t l^w 


144 livid I>[si«.^ii[i4 " i'. 
VOL, XIX. - airtAi 


::j3^^H 


■ VOL, \3L 

■ 1 II Lb** 


tin DmL, or ih* DUmat 


^'^^^^^^^1 


■1 «t k* r.iu LiU n 


141 Ltst n»yi at I^Hupt^l v ■ ..,-.,. n.« Ury*]* 


.Uift c^*J^^^^^| 


■1 11 Ti-.# Kia«t [}r<>.^her 


H' J-iiUK-slii* ■, ' ■ f'>'ii* 


«Qt Fnii^^^^^H 


H . VI W^i^^f 


t4l« J'iUr U'IIUm -il 


»]wi^^^^^H 


B ' 14 GM|>t'i<» 


I4B ^mn Ihi H^^vVTAfa 


^ii KVI^^^^^^B 


■1 1 in Tnwp wrifl Covh'trj 


CiU J^'>[1ii.i|r«T!i Br^'LfDnl Iron ^Uk 


Am Ld.1^^^^^^1 


W 1 11 Klni i,*mt 


(51 Rwt'^l.ull.ia ■•. TT*. 


A H^^^^^^l 


■1 T1 M It Fu^ili 


1*» Mitr*riJI -T 


AIM Bif^^^^^^H 


H 




MisnJ^^^^I 


Bi I:.., '**• 


«14 l/f^N^^^^^I 


W/tKBbSiiminr 


1*1 . * 


■ t'^^^^^H 


^^^^^^Kla bi!S WH*i 


'iJ^^^^^I 


^H 'HHIkmif •'tntlr 


..i^l^^^^H 


H to ln< Sw«^ bo Cab^kwr II bi ' : liM^^^^H 


H ^^H 


■ SAfVILiBL FRHNCH, t& West i^d 5tr<«t, Neiv Vork City. ^H 







